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APREFATQRY ESSAY 

ELEGY. 



T T is obfervable, that difcourfe8/r^;r#i to poetry are 
* contrived very frequently to indicate fuch tenets as 
may exhibit the performance to the greateft advan- 
tage'. The fabric is very commonly raifed in the firfi 
flacf, and the meafures, by which we are to judge of 
its merit, ai*e afterwards adjufted.. 

There have been few rules given us by the critics 
concerning the ftiii^re of elegiac poetry j and. far be it 
kom the author of the fotHotying trifles to xlignify his 
own opunons with that denomination* He would only 
iadmate the great variety of fubjeSsy and the different 
fi)Us in which the writers of elegy ba'vt hitherto in- 
dulged themfclves, and endeavour to fhield the follow- 
ing ones by the latitude of tbeir example. 

If we confider the etymology * of the *voQrJy the 

qjithct which f Horace gives it, or the confeflioii 

B a which 

• i-'kiynu « particuflam dolcndi, 

t «« Mifcrabiles clegos.'' Hor, 
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which * Ovid makes concerning it, I think we may con- 
€lud€ thus nauch however; that ele^ry^ in its true and 
genuine acceptation, includes a tender and qXieriilous* 
idea : that it looks upon this as its peculiar charafter- 
iftic, and fo long as this is tlioroughly fuftained, admits 
of a variety of fubjefts ; which, by its manner of treat- 
ing them, it renders its own. It throws its melancholy 
JioU over pretty different obje^^s ; which, like the drefles 
at a funeral proceflion, gives them all a kind of folemn 
and uniform appearance. 

It is probable that elegies were written at Ji'^Ji upon 
the dcdith. of intimate jriends and near relations j celebrated 
heautieSf ot favourite mjjlrejfes j beneficent governors and 
'illufirious men : one may add perhaps, of all thofe, v/ho 
are placed by Virgil in the laureUgrove of his Elyfium. 
(See Kurd's Differtation on Horace's Epiftle.) 

** Quique fui memores alios fecere merendo." 

After thefe fubjefts were fufficiently exhaufted, and 
the feverity of fate difplayed in the moft affedling in- 
fiances, the poets fought occaiion to vary their com- 
plaints 5 and the next tender fpecies of forrow tliat pr4- 
fented itfelf, was the grief of abfent or negleSied lovers. 
And this indulgence might be indeed allcwed them ; 
but with this they were not contented. They had ob- 
tained a fmall comer in the province of love, and they 
took advantage, from thence, to over-run the whole 

territoiy. 

♦ " Hcu nimis ex vero nunc tiW nomen erit." 

Ovid, de Morte Tibi Hi. 
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temtoiy- They fung its fpoils> triumpli8> ovations, 
and rejoicings *, as well as the captivity and exequies 
that attended it. They gave the name of elegy to their 
pleaiantries as well- as lamentations; till at laft, 
durougfa tlieir abundant fondnefs for the mjrt/e, they 
forgot that the cypre/s was their peculiar garland. 

In this it is probable they deviated from the origi- 
nal deiign of elegy ; and it (hould feem, that any 
kind of rub]e6(s, treated in fuch a manner as to diffufe 
a pleafing melancholy, mfght far better deferve the 
tamtj than the facetious mirth and libertine feftivity 
of the fuccefsful votaiies of love. 

But not to dwell too long upon an opinion which 
may feem perhaps introduced to favour the following 
performance,, it may not be improper to examine into 
the ufe and end of elegy. The moft important end of 
all poetry is to encourage virtue. Epic and tragedy 
chiefly recommend the public virtues 5 elegy is of a fpecies 
which illuftratea and endears the private. There 
18 a truly virtuous pleafure connefted with many pen- 
fife contemplations, wliich it is the province and ex- 
cellency of elegy to enforce. This, by- prefenting 
iiutable ideas, has difcoveredfweetsin melancholy which 
vecould^ not find in mirth i and has led us with fuc- 
Qtb to the. dufty urn, when we could draw no pleafure 
fronvthe fparkling bowl 5 as paftoral conveys an. idea 
flffimplicity and innocence, it is in particular the tafli 
and merit of elegy to' (hew the innocence and fimpli- 
B 3. cit] 

• " Dicite lo Paean, & lo hh dicite Pxaa," Oxi\i 
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city of rural life to advantage ■% and that, io a ^ 
dif%in6i from pafi^ral^ ae much as the plain btit j 
dtcious landlord may be imagined to ftirpafs his ten: 
both in di^nttj and undirfiandrng. It ftiould alfo u 
fo elevate the more tranquil virtues of humliityy d^fint 
ifiednefif fimplkitj^ and imocence ; but then there ii 
digrfe of elegance and refinement, no way inconfdb 
with thefe rural virtues 5 and that raifes tUgjf abc 
that m§rum ruh ^^t unpdi/bid mfticit)', which 1 
given our pajhral writers their hlgheli reputation • 

Wealth *nd fplcndor -will never want their pro] 
weight : the danger is, left they Hiould too much pi 
ponderate, A kiad of poetry therefore which thra 
its chief iufiuence into the other fcale, that luagniJ 
die fweets of liberty and mdependence, tU^t endturs \ 
noneft dilighU of love and friendfhip^ that celibrat^s 1 
gi^rj of a good name after death, that ridicule 9 1 
futile arrogance of blrth^ that recommends die inhoci 
amuleraent of letters, ojid mreufibly pi^parcB the mi 
for that hiunanity it ituukaU^^ Jttib a kind of fioel 
may chance to pleaie i and if it pleafe, ibould i«^m 
be of fervice* 

As to xh^fly!£ of ^l^^i i^ ^^y tie well enough t 
termined from what has gone before. It Aiould in 
tate the voice and language of gr;ef, or if a ntetapl: 
oiF drefs be more agreeable, it fliould be fimple a 
difiufe^ and flowing as a mourner's veil. A verfific 
tion therefore is deilrabl^ which, by indulging a f 
and unconftrained exprefiion^ may admit of that fii 
plicity which elegy requires. 

4- Htr. 
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Heroic metre^ with alternate rfayme^ feefm weil 
enough adapted to this fytcks of poetry } and^ howerer 
exceptionable upon other occaiionsp its inconveniwicies 
appear to lofe their weight in jhotlir elfegies \ and its 
advantages feem to acquire aii mdditi$HMl importance. 
The world has an admirable example of. its beauty in 
a. colle£lion of elegies not long fince ^bl^id ; the pro- 
d«6l of a gentleman * of the moft exa6b tafte, and 
whofe untimely death merits all the tears that elegy 
can (hed. 

It is not impoflible that fome may think this metre 
too lax and profaic : others, that even a more diflblute 
variety of numbers may have fuperior advan^ges. 
And, in favour of thefe lail, might be produced the 
example of Milton in his Lycidas, together with one 
or two recent and beautiful imitations of his verfi>- 
fication in that monody. But this kitid of argu- 
ment, I am apt to think, tnuft prove too much ; fmce 
the writers I have in view feem capable enough of 
recommending any metre they fhall chufe $ tliough it 
muft be owned alfo, that the choice tbey make of any, 
is at the fame time the ftrongeft prefumption in its 
favour. 

Perhaps it may be no great difficulty to compromife 
the difpute. There is no one kind of metre that is dif- 
tinguiihed by rhymes, but- is liable to fome objefUon 
or other. Heroic verfe,. where every fecond line ii 
terminated by a rhyme, (with which the judgment re- 
B 4. quires 

• Mr. Hammond. . 
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quires that the fenfe /hould in fome meafure alfo ter- 
minate) is apt to render tlie expreffion either fcanty 
or conftrained. And this is fometiTnes obfervable in 
the writings of a poet lately deceafed $ though I believe 
.110 one ever threw fo much fenfe together with fo much 
£afi into a couplet as Mr. Pope. But, as an air of 
£onftraint too often accompanies this metre^ it feems 
by no means proper for a writer of elegy. 
< The previous rhyme in Milton's Lycidas is very fre- 
quently placed at fuch a diftance from the following, 
that it is often dropt by the memory (much better 
employed in attending to the fcntiment) before it be 
brought to join its partner : and this feems to be the 
greateft objedion to that kind of verfification. But then 
the peculiar eafe and variety it admits of, are no doubt 
fufficient to overbalance the objeftion, and to give it 
the preference to any other, in an elegy of length. 

The chief exception to which Jfanza of all kinds 
is liable, is, that it breaks the fenfe too reguiarfy, 
when it is continued through a long poem. And 
this may be perhaps the fault of Mr. Waller's ex- 
cellent panegyric. But if this fault be lefs difccmible 
in fmaller compofitions, as I fuppofe it is, I flatter 
myfelf, that the advantages I have before mentioned 
refulting from alternate rhyme (with which ftanza is> 
I think, connefted) may, at leaft in /barter elegies, be 
allowed to outweigh its imperfe6lions. 

I (hall fay but little of the different hinds of elegy. 
The melancholy of a lover is different, no doubt, 
from what we feel on other mixed occafiojas. The 

jnind 
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mind in which love and grief at once predomi- 
nate^ is foftened to an excefs^ Love-elegy therefore is 
more negligent of order and defign, and being ad- 
drefled chiefly to the ladies, requires little more than 
tendemefs and perfpicuity. Elegies, that are formed 
upon promifcuous incidents, and addrefTed to the world 
in general, inculcate fome fort of moral, and admit a 
different degree of reafoning, thought, and ardour. 

The author of the following elegies entered on his 
fubje^ls occafiohally^ as particular incidents in Ydtfug^ 
gifieJ^ or difpofitlons of mind recomnanJed them to 
his choice. If he defcribes a rural landAup, or unfolds 
the train of fentiments it infpired, he fairly drew his 
pi6lure from the fpot 5 and felt very fenfibly the affec- 
tion he communicates. If he fpeaks of his humble 
ihcd, his flocks and his fleeces, he does not counter- 
feit the fcene ; who having (whether through choice or 
neceflity, is not material) retired betimes to country- 
folitudes, and fought his happinefs in rural employ- 
ments, has a right toconfider himfelf as a real fhepherd. 
The flocks, the meadows, and the grottos, are bit 
fiwjty and the embellifhment of his farmhis fole amufe- 
ment. As the fentiments therefore were infpired by 
nature, and that in the earlier part of his life, he hopes 
they will retain a natural appearance ; dlffufing at leafl 
ibme part of thatamufement, which he freely acknow- 
leges he received from the compofition of them. 

There will appear perhaps a real inconfiftency in 
tlie moral tenor of the feveral elegies ; and the fub- 
(equent ones may fometimes feem a recantation of the 
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preceding. The reader >vill ftareely impute this to 
.overfrght 5 bttt will allow, that ftien's opinions as well 
•as temp«r$ vary ) th»t n^f^f public fior private, aftiVe 
nor fpcctihwfrre life, ate tme^tcptiortably hfa^py, and 
confcquently that afty change of opinion concerning 
them may afford an additional beauty to poetry, as k 
gives as a more ftlila*g repfefentitiofH of life. 

If tlie author has hazarded ^ throughout, the ufe of 
Englilh or moiderft alluiidiirs, he hope's it will not be 
imputed to an entire igfiorance^ of to the /f^y?diicileem, 
.of the ancient leamihg. He has kept the ancient 
pUni and method m his eye, though he builds his edi- 
fice with the materials of his owfi nation. In other 
words, through a fondnefs for his. native country, he 
has made ufe of the flowers it produced, though, in 
order to exhibit them to the greater advantage, he has * 
endeay6uFed to -v^eare his garland by the beft model he 
could find : with -vtfhit fuccels, beyond his own amufe- 
metlt, muft be left to judges lefs partial to him 
than either his acquaintance or his friends.— If any of 
thofe ihould be fo candid^ as to apptove the variety of 
fubje6ts he.hai chofefi, and the tendernefs of fentiment 
ke has endeavoured to imprefs, he begs iht metre alfo 
may not be too fiiddenly condemned. Thd public ear, 
habituated of late to a quicker meafur*, may perhaps 
coafider /i&i/ ait heavy and languid ; but sm obje£^ion of 
that kind may gradually lofe its force, if this mea* 
fore ihould be allowed to fuic the nature of elegy. 

If 
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If it fhould happen to be confidered as an objefi: 
with ofberj, that there is too much of a moral caft 
difBifed through the whole $ it is replied, that heen^ea- 
twunJ to animate the poetry fo far as not to render 
this obje£lion too obvidus ; or to rifqui excluding the 
jfaihionable reader : at the fame time never, deviating 
from a fixed principle, that poetry without morality is 
but the blojfom of 2l fruit-tree* Poetry is indeed like 
that ^(^ies of plants,^ which may bear at once both fruits 
and bloffoms ;'and the- tree is by no means in perfe^ion 
without the former ^ however it may be embelliflied by 
the flowers which furround it. 
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E L E G y I. 

He arrives at his retirement in the country, and 
takes occafion to expatiate in praife of fimpli- 
city. To a Friend. 

p O R rural virtues, and for native ikies, 
*• I bade Augufta's venal fons farewell ; 
Now 'mid the trees, I fee my fmoke arife ) 

Now hear the fountains bubbling round my celL 
O may that genius, which fecures my reft, 

Preferve this villa for a friend that ^s dearl 
Ne^er may my vint^e glad the fordid breaft ; 

Ne'er tinge, tlie lip that dares be unAncere ! 
Far from thefe paths, ye faithlefs friends, depart ! 

Fly my plain board, abhor my hoftile name ! • 
Hence ! the faint verfe that flows not from the heart. 

But mourns in laboured ftrains, the price of fame I 

O iov'd fimplicity, be thine the prize ! 

Affiduous art correft her page in vain ! 
His be the palm who, guiltlefs of difguife, 

Contemns the power, the dull refource to feign I 
Still may the mourner, lavifh of his tears 

For lucre's venal meed, invite my fconi ! 
Still may the bard diflembling doubts and fears. 
For praife, for flattery flghing, figh forlorn i 

&Qf^ 
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Soft as tlie line of love-fick Hammond flows, 

'Twas hi* fond jieart cflius'd tjie raeltjng tlie^iic j 
Ah ! never could Aonia's hill difclofe 

So fair a fountain^ or fo lov'd a ftream. 
Ye lovelefs bards ! intent with artful pains 

Tp f^irm 9 Hgli, pr to contrive a tear ! 
'Fdjrego yjom Pindu*, a^d on — plains 

Survey Camilla's charms, and grow ilncere. 
But thou, my friend ! while in thy youthful foul 

Love's gentle tyrant feats his aweful throne. 
Write from thy bofom— let not art controul 

The ready pen, that makes his edifts known. 
Pleafmg, when-youth is long expir'd, to trace. 

The fonns our pencil, or our pen defignM ! 
' *< Such was our youthftil air, and fhape, and facel 

" Such the foft image of our youthful mind I 
• Soft whilft we fleep beneath tlic rural bowers, 

The Loves and Graces fteal unfeen away ; 
And where the turf diffus'd its pomp of flowers. 

We wake to wintry fcenes of chill decay ! 

•-Curfe the fad fortune tliat detains thy fair ; 

Praife the foft hoitrs that gave thee to her arms.; 
.Paint thy proud fcorn of every vulgar care, 

•When Hope exalts thee, or when Doubt alarms. 
Where with Oenone thou haft worn the day. 

Near fount or ftream, in meditation, rove 5 
If in the grove Oenone lovM to ftray, 

The faithful Mufc (hall meet thee in tlie grove. 

ELEGY 
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ELEGY II. 

On pollbumoue reputation. To a Friend. 

/^ G R IE F of griefs ! that envy's frantic ir* 
^^ Should rob the living virtue of its praife j 
O fooUfli Mufes ! that with zeal in^ire 

To deck the cold infenfate (hrine with bays ! 
When the free fpirit quits her hunjble frame. 

To tread the (kies with radiant garlands crown'd, 
Say, will fhe hear the diflani voice of fame ? 
Or, hearing, fancy fweetuefs in thp found ? 
Perhaps ev'n genius jgours a flighted lay $ 

Perhaps ev'n friendfliip flieds a fruitlefs teaj]$ 
Ev'n L)^e]ton but vainly trims the bay, 

And fpndly graces Han^mond's mournful biei:. 
Though weeping virgins haunt his favoured urn. 
Renew their chapUts, and repeal their (ighs ; 
Though near his tomb, Sabaean odours burn, 

The loitering fragrance will it reach the (k«s ? 
No, (hould his Delia votive wreaths prepare, 

Delia might place the votive wreaths in vain : 
Yet the dear hope of Delia's future care 

Once crown'd hi? pleasures, and difpeU'd his pain. 
Yes— the fair profpcft of furviving praife 

Can every fcnfe of prefent joys excel : 
For thi?, groat Hadrian chofe laborious days ; 
Through this, expiring, bade a gayiarewel. 

ShaU 
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Shall then our youths, who fame*s bright fabric raife^ 
To lifers precarious date confine their care ? 

O teach them you, to fpread the facred bafe. 
To plan a work, tlu'ough lateft ages fair t 

Is it fmall tranfport, as witli curious eye 

You trace the ftory of each Attic fage. 
To think your blooming praife (hall time defy ? 

Shall waft like odours through the pleafmg page ? 
To mark the day, when through the bulky tome. 

Around your name the varying ftyle refines ? 
And readers call their loft attention home, 

Led by that index where true genius fhines ? 
Ah let not ftritons doubt their fecial aim, 

Whofe ardent bofom catch this ancient fire ! 
Cold intei^eft melts before the vivid flame. 

And patriot ardours, l)ut with life, expire ! 

ELEGY ra. 

On the untimely d«ath of a certain learned 
acquaintance. 

T F proud Pygmalion quit his cumbrous frame, 
^ Funereal pomp the fcanty tear fupplies ; 
. Whilft heralds loud with venal voice proclaim, 

Lo ! here the brave and the puiflant lies* 
When humbler Alcon leaves hia drooping friends. 

Pageant nor plume diftinguifli Alcon's bier; 
The faithful Mufe with votiv^ fong attends, 
■And blots the mournful numbers with a tear. 

Hft 
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l£e little knew the fly penurious art 5 

That odious art which fortunes favourites know; 
Form'd to beftow, he felt the warmeft heart, 

But envious Fate forbade him to beftow. 

He little knew to ward the fecret wound $ 
He little knew that mortals could enfhare $ 

Virtue he knew 5 the nobleft joy he found. 
To fing her glories, and to paint her fair! 

Dl was he fkill'd to guide his wandering (hcep ; 

And unforefeen difafter thinn'd his fold 5 
Yet at another's lofs the Twain would weep^ 

And, for his friend, his very crook were fold. 
Ye fens of wealth ! proteft the Mufe*s train ; 

From winds proteft them, and with food fupply 5 
Ah ! helplefs they, to ward the threatened pain! 

The meagre famine, and the wintery (ky ? 
He lov'd a nymph : amid (I his flender ftore. 

He dar'd to love ; and Cynthia was his theme ; 
He breath'd his plaints along the rocky fhore. 

They only echoM o'er the winding ftream ; 
His nymph was fair ! the fweeteft bud that blows 

Revives lefs lovely from the recent ihower j 
So Philomel enaraour'd eyes the rofe ; 

Sweet bird ! enamoured of the fweeteft flower ! 
He lov'd the Mufe ; flie taught him to complain ; 

He faw his timorous loves on her depend 4 
He lov'd the Mufe; although flie taught in vain 5 

He lov'd the Mufe, for flie was virtue^s friend. 
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She guides the foot that treads on Parian floors ^ 

She -wins the ear when formal pleas are vain ^ 
She tempts patricians from the fatal doors 

Of vice's brothel, forth to virtue's fane. 
He wifh'd for wealth, for much he wilh'd to give^ 

He griev'd that virtue might not wealth obtain j 
Piteous of woes, and hopelefs to relieve, 

The pcnfive profpeft fadden'd all his ftrairu 
I faw him faint ! I faw him fmk to reft ! 

Like one ordain'd to fwell the vulgar throng 5 
As tliough the virtues had not warm'd his brearfl^ 

As though the Mufes not infpir'd Iiis tonjgue. 
I faw his bier ignobly crofs the plain j 

Saw peafant hands the pious rite fupply : 
The generous nifties moum'd the friendly fwain. 

But power and wealth's unvarying cheek was dry I 
Such Alcon fell ; in naeagre w?int forlorn ! 

Where were ye then, ye powerful patrons, where? 
"Would ye the purple ftiould your limbs adorn. 

Go waib the confcious blemifti with a tear. 

ELEGY IV. 
Ophelia's Urn. To Mr. Graves. 

'T^ HROUGH the dim veil of evening^ duiky ftiade, 
■*" Near fomc lone fane, or yew's funereal green, 
What dreary forms has magic fear furvey'd ! 
Whatihrouded fpe^res fuperftition iktn\ 

I But 
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But you fecure ihall pour your fad complaint^ 

Nor dread the meagre phantoms^ wan array ; 
What none but fear^s officious hand can paint. 

What none, but fuperftition's eye, furvey. 
The glimmering twilight and the doubtful dawn 

Shall fee your ftep to thefe fad fcenes return : 
Conftant, as cryftal dews impearl tlie lawn. 

Shall Strephon'^s tear bedew Ophelia^s urn ! 
Sure nought unhallow'd fhall prefume to ftray 

Where deep the reliques of that virtuous maid : 
Nor aught unlovely bend its devious way. 

Where foft Ophelia's dear remains are laid. 
Haply thy Mufe, as with unceafmg fighs 

She keeps late vigils on her urn reclin'*d. 
May fee light groups of pleafing vifions rife ; 

And phantoms glide, but of celeftial kind. 
There fame, her clarion pendant at her fide. 

Shall feek forgivenefs of Ophelia's (hade 5 
" Why has fuch worth, without diftin6Uon, dyM, 

" Why, like the defert's lily, bloom'd to fade V 
Then young fimplicity, averfe to feign. 

Shall unmolefted breathe her fofteft figh : 
And candour with unwonted warmth complain. 

And innocence indulge a wailful cry. 
Then elegance, with coy judicious hand. 

Shall cull freih flowrets for Ophelia's tomb : 
And beauty chide the Fates' fevere command. 

That Ihew'd the frailty of fo fair a bloom ! 

C z And 
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And fancy then, with wild ungovem'd woe. 

Shall her lov'd pupil's native tafte explain j 
For mournful fable all her hues forego, 

And alk fweet folace of the Mufe in vain ! 
Ah, gentle forms, expe6l no fond relief; 

Too much the facred Nine their lofs deplore : 
Well may ye grieve, nor find an end of grief— 

Your beft, youc brighteft favourite. is no more. 

ELEGY T. 
He compares the turbulence of love with tt 
tranquillity of frlendfhip. To M e l i s s a h 
Friend. 

"p R O M love, from angry love's inclement rcig 
* I jpafs a while to friend/hip's equal ikies 5 
Thouj generous maid, reliev'ft my partial pain, 

And cheaf^ii: the vi^ira of another's eyes. 
'Tis thou, Meliflfa, thou deferv'ft my care.: 

How can. my will and reafon difagree ? 
How can my paflion live beneath defpair! 

How can my bofom figh for aught but thee ? 
Ah dear Meliffa ! pleas'd with thee to rove. 

My foul has yet.furviv'd its drearicft time.; 
Ill can I bear the various clime of love ! 

Love is a pleafing, but a various clime:! 
So ijniles immoital Maro's favourite fhore, 

Parthenope, with every verdure crown 'd ! 
When ftrait Vefuvio's horrid cauldrons roai:. 

And the dry vapour blafts the regions round. 
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Oh blifsful regions ! - oh unrivalM plains I 

When Maro to th'efe fragrant haunts retir'd ! 
Oh fatal realms ! and oh accurft domains ! 

When Pliny,- 'mid fnlphureous clouds, expirM ! 
So ftniles the fiirface of the treacherous main, 

As o'er its- waves the peaceful halcyons play j 
When foon rude winds their wonted nile regain. 

And iky and ocean mingle in the fray. 
Bpt let or air contend, or ocean rave 5 

Ev'n hope fubfide amid the billows toft 5* 
Hope, ftill emergent, ftill contemns the wave, 

And. not a featurc*$ wonted fmile is loft. 

ELEGY Vr. 
To a lady on the language of birds. 

/^ O M E then, Dione, let us range the grove, 
The fcience of the featlier'd choirs explore : 
Hear linnets argue, larks defcant of love. 

And blame the gloom of folitude no more. 
My doubt fubfides— .'tis no Italian fo;ng. 

Nor fenfelefs ditty, chears the vernal tree : 
Ah ! who, tliat hears Dione's tuneful tongue. 

Shall doubt that mufic may with fenfc agree ? 
And come, my Mufe ! that lov'ft the fylvan fha.l? j 

Evolve the mazes, and the mift difpel : 
Translate the fong ; convince my doubting maid. 

No folemn dervife can can explain fo well.— 

C 3 Penfive 
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Penfive beneath the twilight (hades I fate. 

The (lave of hopelefs vows, and cold difdain I 
When Philomel addrefs'd his mournful mate, 

And thus I confhnied the mellifluent (brain. 
■• Sing on, my bird— the liquid notes prolongs' 

At every note a lover (hcds his tear $ 
Sing on, my bird— 'tis Damon hears thy fong $ 

Nor doubt to gain applaufe, when lovers hear. 
He the fad fource of our complaining knows ; 

A'foc to Tereus, and to lawlefs love ! 
He mourns the ftory of our ancient woes j 

Ah could our mufic his complaints remove ! 
Yon' plains are governed by a peerlefs maid ; 

And fee pale Cynthia moimts the vaulted (ky» 
A train of lovers court the checquerM ftiade ; 

Sing on, my bird, and hear thy maters reply, 
Erewhile no (hepherd to>tliefe woods retired j 

No lover bleft the glow-worm's pallid ray : 
But ill-ftar'd birds, that liflening not admir'd. 

Or liftening envy'd our fuperior lay. 
Chear'4 by the fun, the vaflTals of his power» 

Let fuch by day unite their jarring ftrain§ ! 
But let us chufe the calm, the filent hour, 

14or want ^ audience while Dione reigns,'* 
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ELEGY VII. 
He defcribes his vifion to an acquaintance. 
** Cstera per terras omnes animalia," &c. Virg. 

r\ N diftant heaths, beneath autumnal ikies, 
^^ Penfive I faw the circling fhades defcend j 
Weary and faint I heard the fibrm arife, . 

While the fun vanifhM like a faithlefs friend. 
No kind companion led my fteps aright j 

No friendly planet lent its glimmering ray j 
£v'n tlie lone cot refiisM its wonted light, 

Where toil in peaceful flumber clos'd tlie day. 
Then the dull bell had given a pleafmg found $ 

The village cur ^twere tranfport then to hear ; x 
In dreadful iilence all was hufhM around, 

While the rude ftonn alone dillrefs'd mine ear. 

As led by Orwell's winding banks I ftrayM, 

Where towering Wolfey breath'd his native air j 
A fudden luftre chasM the flitting fhade. 

The founding winds were huih'd, and all was fair< 
Inftant a grateful form appeared confeft j 

White were his locks with awful fcarlet crowned. 
And livelier far than Tyrian feemM his veft. 

That with the glowing purple ting'd the ground. 
-** Stranger, he faid, amid this pealing rain. 

Benighted, lonefome, whither would'ft thou ftray ? 
J3oes wealth or power thy weary ftep conftrain ? 

Reveal thy wifh, and let me point the way. 

C 4 For 
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For know I trod the trophy'd paths of power ^. 

Fclt^very joy that fair ambition brings ; 
And left die lonely roof of yonder bower. 

To ftand beneath the canopies of kings. 
I bade low hinds- the towering ardour fhare 5 

Nor meanly rofe, to blefs myfelf alOne : 
I fnatchM the (hepl^erd from his fleecy care. 

And bade his wholefome di6late guard the tlironc 

Low at my feet the (lippliant peer I faw ; 

I faw proud empires my decifion wait ; 
My will was duty, and my word was law. 

My (mile was tranfport, and my frown was fate." 

Ah me I faid I^ nor power I feek, nor gain 5 
Nor urg'd by hope of fame thefe toils endure ; 

A Ample youth, that feels a lover's pain. 

And, from his friend's condolance, hopes a cure. 

He, the dear youth, to whofe abodes I roam. 
Nor can mine honours, nor my fields extend 5 

Yet for his fake I leave my diftant home, 

Which oaks embofom, and which hills defend. 

Beneath that home I fcorn the wintry wind y 
The fpring, to fliade me, robes her faireft tree j 

And if a friend my grafs -grown threfhold find, 

how my lonely cot relbunds with glee ! 
Yet, though averfe to gold in heaps amafs'd, 

1 wifh to blefs, I languifti to bcftow ; 

And though no friend to fame's obftreperous blaft. 
Still, to her dulcet munnurs not a foe. 

Too 
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Too proud with fcrvile tone to deign addrefs ; 

Too mean to think tliat honours are my due. 
Yet Ihouid fome patron yield my ftores to blefs, 

I fure ihouid deem myboundlefs thanks were few. 

But tell me, thou ! that, like a meteor's fire, 

Shot'ft blazing forth ; difdaining dull degrees ^. 
Should I to wealth, to fame, to power afpire, 

Muft I not pafs more nigged paths than theft ? 
Muft I not groan beneath a guilty load, 

Praife him I fcom, and him I love betray ? 
Docs not felonious envy bar the road ? 

Or falfehood's treacherous foot befet the way i 

Say ihouid I pafs through favour's crowded gate, 
Mufl not fair truth inglorious wait behind ? 

Whilft I approach the glittering fcenes of ilate. 
My beib companion no admittance find ? 

Nurs'd in the ihades by freedom's lenient care. 

Shall I the rigid fway of fortune own ? 
Taught by the voice of pious truth, prepare 

To fpum an altar, and adore a throne ? 
And when proud fortune's ebbing tide recedes. 

And when it leaves me no unfhaken friend, 
Shall I not weep that e'er I left the meads, 

Which oaks embofom, and which hills defend ? 
Oh ! if theie ills the price of power advance. 

Check not my fpeed where focial joys invite ! 
The troubled vifion cait a mournful glance, 

And figliing vaniih'd in the ihades of night. 

ELEGY 
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ELEGY VUr. 

He defcribes his early love of poetry, and it 
confequences. To Mr* Graves, 1745. 

Written after the death of Mr. P o p b. 

A H me ! what envious magic thins my fold ? 
What mutter'd ipcll retards their late increafi 
■Such leflening fleeces mud the Twain behold^ 
That e'er with Doric pipe eflays to pleafe« 

I faw my friends in evening circles meet j 

I took my vocal reed, and tunM my lay $ 
1 heard them fay my vocal .reed was fweet : 

Ah fool ! to credit what I heard them fay 3 
Ill-fated bard ! that feek« his (kill to fhow. 

Then courts the judgment of a friendly ear i 
Not the poor veteran, that j)crmits his foe 

To guide his doubtful ftep, has more to fear« 
Nor could my Graves miftake the critic's laws. 

Till pious friend(hip mark'd the pleafmg way : 
Welcome fuch error ! ever bleft the caufe ! 

Ev'n though it led me boundlefs leagues aftray 

*Couldft thou reprove me, when I nursM the flami 
On liftening Cherweirs ofier banks reclin'd ? 

While, foe to fortune, unfeduc'd by fame, 
I foothM the bias of a carelefs mind. 

Yout 
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Youth's gentle kindred^ health and love were met ? 

What though in Abna's guardian arms I play'd ? 
How ihall the Mufe thofe vacant hours forget ? 

Or deem that blifs by iblid cares repaid ? 
Thou know'ft how tranfport thrills the tender bread. 

Where love and fancy fix their opening reign \ 
How nature (hines in livelier colours dreft. 

To blefs their union, and to grace their train* 
$0 firft when Phoebus met the Cyprian queen. 

And favoui'M Rhodes beheld their paiHon crown'd, 
Unufual flowers enrich'd the painted green \ 

And fwift fpontaneous rofes blufh'd around. 
Now fadly lorn, from Twitnam's widowM bower, 

The drooping Mufes take their cafual way \ 
And where they ftop, a flood of tears they pour ; 

And where they weep, no more the fields are gay« 
Where is the dap{>led pink, the iprightly rofe ? 

The cowfiip^s golden cup no more I fee : 
Dark and difcolourM every flower that blows. 

To form the garland. Elegy ! for thee !— 

Enough of tears has wept the virtuous dead ; 

Ah might we now the pious rage controul \ 
HufliM be my grief ere every fmile be fled, 

Ere the deep fwelling figh fubvert the foul ! 
If near fome trophy fpring a ftripling bay, 

PleasM we behold the graceful umbrage rife \ , 
But foon too deep it works its baneful way, 

And^ low on earth, die jproilrate ruin lle§. 

ELEGY 
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ELEGY IX. 
He dcfciibes his difintercftednefs to a friend. 

J NE'ER muft tinge my lip with Celtic wines j, 

The pomp of India muft I ne'er difplay ; 
Nor boaft the produce of Peruvian minesy 

Nor> with Italian founds^ deceive the day^ 
Down yonder brook my cryftal beverage flows 5. 

My grateful flieep their annual fleeces bring 5 
Fair in my garden buds the damafk rofe, 

Andy from my grove, I hear the throfUe fing. 
My fellow (wains ! avert your dazzled eyes $ 

In vain allur'd by glittering fpoils they rove. 
The fates ne'er meant them for the (hepherd's prize,. 

Yet gave them ample recompence in love. . 
They gave you vigour from your parent's veins j 

They gave you toils ; but toils your.finews brace j 
They gave you nymphs, that own their amorous pains, ■ 

And ftiades, the refuge of the gentle race. 

To carve your loves, to paint your mutual flames, 

See ! polifh'd fair, the beech's friendly rind ! 
To fing foft carrols to your lovely dames, 

See vocal grots, and echoing vales aflign'd ! 
Would'ft thou, my Strephon, love's deliglited flave ! 

Though fure the wreaths of chivalry to fliare. 
Forego the ribbon thy Matilda gave. 

And, giving, bade thee in remembrance wear ? 

Ill 



^ L E G Y IX. «f 

111 fare my peace, but every idle toy, 

If to my mind my Delia^s form it brings. 
Has truer wortli, imparts iincerer joy. 

Than all that bears the radiant ftamp of kings. 
O my foul weeps, my breaft with anguifli bleeds. 

When love deplores the tyrant power of gain ! 
Difdaining riches as the futile weeds, 

I rife fuperior, and the rich difdain. 

Oft from the dream, flow wandering down the glade, 
Penfive I hear the nuptial peal rebound ; 

•" Some mifer weds, I cry, the captive maid, 
** And.fome fond lover flckens at the found." 

Not Somervile, the Mufe's friend of old, 

Though now exalted to yon ambient fky. 
So ihunM a foul didainM with earth and gold, v 

So lov'd the pure, the generous breaft, as I. 
ScomM be the wretch that quits his genial bowl, 

'His loves, his friendfliips, ev^n his felf, refigns ^ 
Perverts the facred inftin£l of his foul. 

And to a ducate's dirty fphere ronfines. 
But come, my friend, with tafte, with fcience bleft. 

Ere age impair me, and ere gold allure ; 
Reflore thy dear idea to my breaft. 

The rich depofit fhall tlie ftirine fecure. 

Let others toil to gain the fordid ore, 
The charms of independence let us fing ; 

Blcft with tliy friendfliip, can I wifh for more ? 
I 'U fpuro the boafted wealth of Lydia's king. 

ELEGY 
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ELEGY X. 

To Fortwhe; foggefting his motive for 
repining at her difpenfations. 

A S K not the caufe, why thisrehellious tongue 
Loads with frefti curfes thy detefted fway I 
Afk not, thus branded in my fofteft fong, 

Why ftands the flattered name, which all obey ? 
Tis not, that in my fhed I lurk forlorn. 

Nor fee my roof on Parian columns rife j 
That, on this bread, no mimic ftar is borne, 

Rever'd, ah ! more than thofe that light the ikies. 
'Tis not, that on the turf fupinely laid, 

I fing or pipe, but to the flocks that graze ^ 
And, all inglorious, in the lonefome fhade. 

My finger ^ffens,. and my voice decays. 

Not,.. that my fancy mourns thy flem command^ 

When many an embryo dome is lofl in air 5 
While guardian prudence checks my eager hand. 

And, ere tlie turf is broken, cries, " Forbear. 
" Forbear, vain youth ! be cautious, weigh thy gold, 

** Nor let yon rifmg column more afpirc ; 
«* Ah ! better dwell in ruins, than behold 

** Thy fortunes mouldering, and thy domes entire. 
** Honorio built, but dar'd my laws defy^ 

"He planted, fcornful of my fage commands ; 
" The peach's vernal bud rcgal'd his eye ; 

*' The fruitage ripen'd for more frugal hands.'* 

Sec 
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See the (mall ftream that pours its murmu ring tide 

O'er ibme rough rock that would its wealth difplay^ 
Difplays it aught but peniuy and pride f 

Ah ! conftrue wifely what fuch murmurs fey. 
^ How would fbme flood> with ampler treafures bleft» 

Difdainful view the fcantling drops diftil 1 
How muft ♦ Velino (hake his reedy creft ! 

How every cygnet mock the boaftive rill T 
Fortune, I yield I and fee, I give the fign ; 

At noon the poor mechanic wanders home ; 
Collets the fquare, the level, and the line. 

And, with retorted eye, forfakcs the dome* 
Yes, I can patient view the fhadelefs pbins ^ 

Can unrepining leave the rifing wall : 
Check the fond love of art tliat Hi'd my veins> 

" And my warm hopes, in full piirfuit, recalF* 

Defcend, ye ftorms ! deftroy my rifmg pile j 
LoosM be the whirlwind's unremitting fway j 

Contented I, although the gazer fmile 
To fee it fcarce furvive a winter's day. 

Let fome dull dotard balk in thy gay Ihrine, 

As in the fun regales his wanton herd j 
Guiltlefs of envy, why fliould I repine. 

That his rude voice, his grating reed, *s prefer'd? 
Let him exult, with boundlefs wealth fupply'd, 

Mine and the fwain's reluftant homage Ihaie j 
But ah ! his tawdry fliepherdefs's pride, 

Gods ! muft my Delia, muft my Delia t)ear ? 

Let 
• A river in Italy. 
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■Mud Delia's foftnefii, elegance, and eafe. 

Submit to Marian's drefs ? to Marian's gold ? 
Muft Marian's robe from diftant India pleafe ? 
The fimple fleece my Delia's limbs enfold^? 

" Yet furc on Delia feems the niflet fair j 

** Ye glittering daughters of difguife, adieu I'"* 
So talk the wife, who judge of ihape and air. 

But will the rural thane decide fo true ? 
Ah ! what is native worth cfteem'd of clowns? 

'Tis thy falfe glare, O fortune ! tliine they fee^ 
'Tis for my Delia's fake I dread thy frowns. 

And my laft gafp ihall curfes breath on thee. 

ELEGY XI. 

■He complains how foon the pleafing novelty of 
life is over. To Mr. J a c o. 

\ H me, my friend ! it will not, will not laft1 
"^ ^ This fairy- fcene, that cheats our youthful eyes ! 
The charm diflblves j th' aerial mufic 's paft 5 

The banquet ceafes, and the vifion flies. 
Where are the fplendid forms, tlie rich perfumes. 

Where' the gay tapers, where the fpacious dome ? 
Vanifti'd the coftly pearls, the crimfon plumes. 

And we, delightlefs, left to wander home ! 
Vain now are books, the fage's wifdom vain ! 

What has the world to bribe our fteps aftray. 
Ere reafon learns by ftudy'd laws to reign, 

The weakcn'd paflions, felf-fubdued, obey, 

Vai) 
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fcarce has the fun feven annual courfes rollM, 

Scarce fliew-n the whole tliat fortune can fupply ; 
Since, not the mifer fo carefsM his gold, 

As I, for what it gave, was heard to figh. 
On the world's ftage I wifh'd fome fprightly part ; 

To deck my native fleece witli tawdry lace ! 
Twas life, 'twas tafte, and— oh my foolifli heart j 

Subftantial joy wa^ fixM in power and place. 
And you, ye works of art ! allur'd mine eye. 

The breathing picture, and the living ftone : 
" Though gold, though fplendour, heaven and fate 
** deny, 

" Yet might I call one Titian ftroke my own l" 
Srait with the charms of fame, whofe lovely fpoilj 

The wreatli, the garland, fire the poet's pride, 
I trimM my lamp, confum'd the midnight oil — 

But foon the paths of healtli and fame divide ! 
Oft too I pray'd, 'twas nature form'd the prayer. 

To grace my native fcenes, my rural home j 
To fee my trees exprefs tlieir planter's care. 

And gay, on Attic models, raife my dome. 
But now 'tis o'er, the dear delufion 's o'er I 

A (lagnant breezelefs air becalms my foul : 
A fond afpiring candidate no more, 

I fcorn the palm, before I reach the goal. 
youth ! enchanting ftate, profufely bleft ! 

Blifs ev'n obtrufive courts the frolic mind ;. 
Of health negleftful, yet by health careft j 

CareleTs of favour, yet fecure to find; 

D TKca 
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Then glows the breaft, as opening roles fair ; 

More free, more vivid, than the linnet's wing j 
Honeft as light, tranfparent ev'n as air. 

Tender as buds, and lavilh as the fpring. 
Not all the force of manhood's aftive might. 

Not all the craft to fubtle age affign'd. 
Not fcience (hall extort that dear delight. 

Which gay delufion gave the tender mind. 

Adieu foft raptures, tranfports void of care I 

Parent of raptures, dear deceit adieu I 
JVnd you, her daughters, pining with defpalr. 

Why, why fo foon her fleeting fteps purfue I 
Tedious again to curfe the drizling day 1 

Again to trace the wintry tracks of fnow ! 
Or, foothM by vernal airs, again furvey. 

The felf-fame hawthorns bud, and cowflips blow I 
O life ! how foon of every blifs forlorn I 

We ftart falfe joys, and urge the devious race : 
A tender prey 5 that chears our youthful morn. 

Then finks untimely, and defrauds the chacc. 

ELEGY XIL 
His recantation. 

T^ O more the Mufe obtrudes her thin difguife ! 
"^ ^ No more with awkward fallacy complains. 
How every fervour from my bofom flies. 
And reafon in her lonefome palace reigns. 
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Ere the chill winter of our days arrive, 

No more (he paints the breaft from paffion free j 
I feel, I feel one loitering wifh furvive— 

Ah, need I, Florio, name that wifli to thee ? 
The (far of Venus ufliers in the day, 

The firft, the lovelieft of the train that fliinc I 
The ftar of Venus lends her brlghteft ray. 

When other ftars their friendly beams refign. 
Still in my breaft one foft deiire remains. 

Pure as that ftar, from guilt, from iutereft free. 
Has gentle Delia tripM acrofs the plain?. 

And need I, Florio, name that wifti to thee ? 
While, cloyM to find the fcenes of life the fame, 

I tune with carelefs hand my languid lays j 
Some fecret impulfe wakes my former flame. 

And fires ipy flrain with hope of brighter days. 

I flept not long beneath yon rural bowers ; 

And lo ! my crook with flowers adoruM I fee : 
Has gentle Delia bound my crook with flowers. 

And need I, Florio, name my hopes to tliee ? 

ELEGY XIIL 

To a Friend, on fome flight occafiooi cftranged 

from him. 

TT EALTH to my friend,, and many a chearful da/ 

Around his feat may peaceful (hades abide ! 
Smooth flow tlie minutes, fraught with fmiles away. 
And, till diey crown ouc union, gently glide. 
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Ah me ! too fwifdy fleets our vernal bloom t 

Loft to oar wonted friencUhip, loft to joy !' 
Soon may thy breaft the cordial wifti refume. 

Ere wintry doubt its tender warmth deftroy.. 

SiVy were it ours> by fortune*s wild command^. 

By chance to meet beneath the torrid, zone ; 
Would^ft thou Tt]c€t thy Damon*s plighted hand 

Would' ft thou with fcom thy once- lov'd friend • 
own? 

Life is that ftranger land, that alien clime : 

Shall kindred fouls forego their fecial claim ? 
LaunchM in the vaft abyfs of fpace and time, 

Stiall dark fufpicion quench the generous flami 
Myriads of fouls, that knew one parent mold^ 

See fadly fcvcrM by the laws of chance ! 
Myriads, in time's perennial lift enroIPd, 

Forbid by fate to change one tranfient glance ! 

But we have met — where ills of eveiy fornr, 
' Where paflions rage, and hurricanes defcend : 
Say, /hall we nurfe the rage, affift the ftorm ? 

And guide them to the bofom —of a friend ! 
Yes,»we have met — through rapine, fraud, andwr. 

Might our joint aid the paths of peace explor 
Why leave thy friend amid the boifterous throng 

Ere death divide us, and we part no more ? 
For oh I pale ficknefs warns thy friend away j 

For me no more the vernal roles bloom I 
I fee ftem fete his ebon wand difplay 5 

And point tlie withered regions of the tomb* 
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Then the keen anguifh from thine eye fliall (birt» 
Sad as thou follow'ft my untimely bier 5 

" Fool that I was— if friends fo foon muft part, 
" To let fufpicion intennix a fear.*' 

ELEGY XIV. 

Declining an invitation to vifit foreign countries, 
he rakes occafion to intimate the advantages 
of his own. 

To Lord Temple. 

"ITT H I L E others, loft to friendfhip, loft to love, 
^ ^ Wafte their beft minutes on a foreign ftrand. 
Be mine, with Bririfh nymph or fwain to rove, , 

And court tlie genius of my native land. 
Deluded youth ! that quits thcfe verdant plains. 

To catch the follies of an alien foil ! 
To win the vice his genuine foul difdains. 

Return exultant, and import the fpoil I 
In vain he boafts of his detefted prize 5 

No more it blooms to Britifti climes convey'd, 
CrampM by the impulfe of ungenial /Icies, 

• See its frefh vigour in a moment fade I 

TV exotic folly knows its native clime ; 

An aukward ftranger, if we wuft it o'er ; 
Wliy then thefe toils, this coftly wafte of tim?,. 

To fpread foft^i/bn on our happy bortt 

D 2 1 ^ 
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I covet not tlie pride of foreign looms ; 

In fearch of foreign modes I fcorn to rove ; 
Nor, for the worthlefs bird of brighter plumes, 

Would cliange the meaneft waibler of my grove 
No diftant clime (hall fervile airs impait, 

Or form thefe limbs with pliant eafe to play 5 
Trembling I view the Gaul's illuflve art. 

That deals my lov'd rufticity away. 

'Tis long fince freedom £ed tli^ Hefperian clime ; 

Her citron groves, her flower-embroider'd fhore 
-She faw the Britiih oak. afpire fublime. 

And foft Campania's olive charms no more. 
Let partial funs mature the weftern mine, 

To ihed its luftre o'er th' Iberian maid ; 
•Mien, beauty, ihape, O native foil, are thine ^ 

Thy peerlefs daughters afk no foreign aid. 
X.et Ceylon's envy'd plant • perfume the feas. 

Till torn to feafon the Batavian bowl $ 
Ours is the breaft whofe genuine ardours pleafe. 

Nor need a drug to meliorate the foul. 

Let the proud Soldan wound th' Arcadian groves^ 

Or with rude lips th' Aonian fount profane j 
The Mufe no more by flowery Ladon roves. 

She feeks^her Thomfon on the Britifh plain. 
Tell not of realms by ruthlefs war difmay'd j 

Ah I haplefs realms that war's oppreflion feel ! 
In vain. may AuMa boaft her Noric blade. 

If ^u^ia bleed l^eneatl^ her boailed fteel. 

Bene: 
* The Guinamoa. 
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Beneath her palm Idiune vents her moan ; 

RapturM (he once beheld its friendly (hade I 
And hoary Memphis boafts her tombs alone. 

The mournful types of mighty power dccay'd ! 
No crefcent here difplays its baneful horns j 

No turban'd hoft the voice of truth reproves j 
leaming^s free fource the fage^s breaft adorns. 

And poets> not inglorious, chaunt their loves. 
Boaft, favour'd Media, boaft thy flowery ftores j 

Thy thoufand hues by chemic funs refin'd i 
Tis not the drefs or mien thy foul adores, 

*Tis the rich beauties of Britannia's mind. 
Wliile Grenville's breaft * could virtue's ftores afford. 

What envy'd flota bore fo fair a freight ? 
The mine comparM in vain its latent hoard. 

The gem its luftre, and the gold its weight. 
Tliee, Grenvllle, thee with calmeft courage fraught. 

Thee the lovM image of thy native (hore ! 
Thee by the virtues armM, tlie graces taught. 

When (hail we ceafe to boaft, or to deplore? 
Prefumpt\ious war, which could thy life deftroy. 

What (hall it now in recompence decree ? 
While friends that merit every earthly joy. 

Feel every anguifh 5 feel the lols of thee I 
Bid me no more a fervile realm compare. 

No more tlie Mufe of partial praife arraign; 
Britannia fees no foreign breaft fo fair. 

And, if (he glory, glories not in vain. 

D 4 E L E G V 

• Written about the time of Capt,Greav\W%AR^X\i« 
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ELEGY XV. 
Fn memory of a private family • in Worcefterihii 

FROM a lone tower with reverend ivy crown* 
The pealing bell awak'd a tender figh ; 
Still, as the village caught the waving found, 

A fwelling tear diflream''d from every eye. 
So droop'd, I ween, each Briton's brcaft of old. 

When the dull curfew Ipoke their freedom fled j 
For, fighing as the mournful accent rolPd^ 

Our hope, they cry'd, our kind fupport is deac 
'Twas good Palcmon — near a fhaded pool, 

A group of ancient elms umbrageous rofe,; 
The flocking rooks, by infl:in6l's native nile, 

This peaceful fccne, for their afylum, chofe. 
A few fmall fpires to Gothic fancy fair. 

Amid the fliades emerging, ftruck the view ; 
'Twas here his youth reipir'd its earlfcfl: air ; 

'Twas here hi« age breath'd out its laft adieu. 
One favoured fon cngagM his tendered care j 

One piohs youtli his Whole afftdion crown'd : 
In his young breaft the virtues fpnnig fo fair. 

Such charms diiplay'd, fuch fweets diffused arou 
But wliilft gay tranfport in his face appear^, 

A noxious vapour clogs the poifonM (ky ; 
Blaft« tlie fair crop— the fire is drownM in tears. 

And, fcarce furviving, fees his Cynthio die \ 

C 

* Tbe Peons of Harborough. 
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OVr the pale corfc we faw him gently bend ; 

Heart-chiird with grief—" My thread, he cry'd, 
i^ fpuu ! 
If heaven had meant I (hould my life extend. 

Heaven had prefervM my life's fupport, my fon. 

Sratch'din thy prime ! alas, the ftroke were.mildU 

Had my frail form obey'd the fate's decree ! 
Bleft were my lot, O'Cynthio ! O my child I 

H:;d heaven fo pleas'd, and I had dy'd for thee.'* 
Five (leeplefs nights he ftem'd this tide of woes ; 

Five irkfome funs he faw, through tears, forlorn ! 
On his pale corfe the fixth fad morning rofe ; 

From yonder dome the mournful bier wAs borne. 
Twas on thofe downs, by Roman hofts annoy'd. 

Fought our bold fatliers^ niftic, unrefin^'d ! 
Freedom's plain fons, in martial cares employ'd I 

Theyting'd their bodies, but unmalk'd their mind, 
'Twas there, in happier times, this virtuous race. 

Of milder merit, fix'd their calm retreat ; 
War's deadly crimfon had forfook the place. 

And freedom fondly lov'-d the chofen feat. 
No wild ambition fir'd their tranquil Jbreaft, 

To fwell with empty founds a fpotlefs name ; 
If fofter«ng fkie«, the fun, the ihower were bleft. 

Their bounty fpread j their fields extent the fame^ 
Thofe fields, profufe of raiment, food, and fire. 

They fcom'd to lefien, carelefs to extend 5 
Bade luxury to lavifh -courts afpire. 

And avarice to city-'breafts defcend. 



|s SHENSTONErS POEMS. 

None, to a virgin^s mmd, preferM her dower; 

To fire widi vicious hopes a modeft heir : 
The fire, in place of titles, wealth, or power, 

AffignM him virtue j and his lot was fair. 
They fpoke of fortune, as fome doubtful dame. 

That fway'd tlie natives of a diftant fphere $ 
From lucre's vagrant fons had learnt her fame. 

But never wifli'd to ^lace her banners here. 
Here youth's free Ipirit, innocently gay, 

EnjoyM the moft that innocence can give, 
Thofe wholefome fweets that border virtue's wayj 

Thofe cooling fruits, that we may tafte and live* 
Their board na ftrangc ambiguous viand bore ; 

From tlieirown ftreams their choicer fare they drev« 
To lure the fcaly glutton to the fhore, 

The fole deceit their aitlefs bolom knew ! 

Sincere themfelves, ah too fecure to find 

The common bofom, like their own, fincere ! 
'Tis its own guilt alarms the jealous mind j 

'Tis her own poifon bids the viper fear. 
Sketch'd on the lattice of th' adjacent fane. 

Their fuppliant bufts implore the reader's prayer 
Ah gentle fouls ! enjoy your blifsful reign. 

And let frail mortals claim your guardian care. 
For.fure, to blifsful realms the fouls are flown, 

That ©ever flatter'd, injur'd, cenfur'd, ftrove j 
The friends of fcience I mufic, all their own ; 

Mufic the voice of virtue and^ love ! 
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The journeying peafant, through the fecret fliade. 

Heard their foit lyres engage his liftening ear i 
And haply deemM feme courteous angel playM ; 

No angel piay'd— but might with tranfport hear« 
For thefe the founds that chafe unholy ib'ife ! 

Solve envy's chann, ambition's wretch releafe! 
Raife him to fpum the radiant ills of life : 

To pity pomp> to be content with peace. 
Farewel, pure fpirits 1 vain the praife we give. 

The praife you fought from lips angelic flows j 
Farewel ! the virtues which deferve to live, 

Deferve an ampler blifs than life beftows. 

Laft of his race, Palemon, now no more 
The modeft merit of his line difplayM 5 

Then pious Hugh Vigomia's mitre wore— 
Soft fleep the duft of each deferving ihade ! 

ELEGY XVI. 

He fuggefts the advantages of birth to a perfoit 
of merit, and the folly of a fupercilioufnefs 
that is built upon that fole foundation. 

T T T HEN genius grac'd witli lineal fplendor glows, 
^ ^ When title Ihines with ambient virtues crown'd. 
Like fome fair almond's flowery pomp it fliews ; 
The pride^ the perfume of the regions round. 

"^ Thca 
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Then learn, ye fair ! to foften fplendor's ray; 

Endure the fwain, the youth of low degree ; 
Let meeknefs joinM its temperate beam difplayj 

'Tis the mild verdure that endears the tree. 
Pity the fandalM fwain, the fhepherd's boy j 

He fighs to brighten a neglefted name 5 
Poe to the dull appulfe.of vulgar joy. 

He mourns his lot} he wifhes, merits fame. 

In vain to^groves and pathlefs vales we fly ; 

Ambition there the bowery haunt invades j 
Fame's awful rays fatigue the courtier's eye. 

But gleam ftill lovely through the checquer'd ihac 
Vainly, to guard from love's unequal chain. 

Has fortune rear'd us in the rural grove ; 
Should ****''s eyes illume the defart plain, 

Ev'n I may wonder, and cv'n I muft love. 
Nor unregarded fighs the lowly hind ; 

Though you contemn, the gods refpe6l his vo\ 
Vindictive rage awaits the fcornful mind, 

And vengeance, too fe/ere ! the gods allow. 
Osi Sarura's plain I met a wandering fair; 

The look, of forrow, . lovely ftill (he bore : 
Loofe flow'd the foft redundance of her hair. 

And, on her brow, a flowery wreath '^ftie wore. 
•Oft (looping as flie ftray'd, flie cull'd the pride 

Of every plain ; ftie pillag'd every grove ! 
1*he fading, chaplet daily ihe fupply'd.. 

And ftill her hand fome various garland wove. 

£ 
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Erroneous- fancy ihap*d her vnld attire j 

From Bethlem's walls the poor lymphatic ftray*d ; 
Seem'd with her air her accent to confpirey . 

When, as wild fancy taught her, thus Ihe faid : 
" Hear me, dear youth ! oh hear an haplefs maid. 

Sprung from, the fcepterM line of ancient kings ! 
Scom'd by the world, I alk tliy tender aid j 

Thy gentle voice (hall whifper kinder things. 
The world is frantic— fly the race profane— 

Nor I, nor you, fliall its compaflion move 5 
Come friendly let us wander, and complain. 

And tell me, fliepherd ! hafl thou feen my love ? 
My love is young — but other loves are young j . 

And other loves are fair, and fo is mine 5 
An air divine difclofes whence he fprung j 

He is my love, who Uoafts tliat air divine, • 
No vulgar Damon robs me of my reft, 

lanthe liftens to no vulgar vow j. 
A prince, from gods defcended, fires her breaft 5, 

A brilliant crown diftinguiflies hia brow. 
What, fhall I ftain the glories of my race ? 

More c lear, more lovely bright than Hefper*8 beam ? 
The porcelain pure with vulgar dirt debaie ?. 

Or mix with puddle the pellucid flream ? 

See through thefe veins the fapphire current Ihine ! 

'Twas Jove's own ne6lar gave th' etlierial l^uc i 
Can bafe plebeian forms contend with mine I 

Difplay the loveJy white, or match the blue ? 

Tbft 
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The paintef ftrove to trace its azure ray ; 

He changed His colours, and in vain he ftrove f 
He frown'd— I finiling view'd the faint eiTay ; 

Poor youth ! he little knew it flow'd from Jove. 

Pitying his toil, the wondrous truth I told 5 
How amorous Jove trepann'd a mortal fair ; 

How through the race the generous current roU'dy 
And mocks the poet's art, and painter's care. 

Yes, from the gods, from earlieft Saturn, fprung 
Our facred race ; through demigods, convey'd ^ 

And he, ally'd to Phoebus, ever young. 

My god-like boy, muft wed their duteous maid 

Oft when a mortal vow profanes my eai-s. 

My fire's dread fury murmurs through the Ikyj 
And fhould I yield— his inftant rage appears. 

He darts th' up-lifted vengeance— and I die. 
Have you not heard unwonted thunders roll ! 

Have you not feen more horrid lightnings glare 
•^Twas then a vulgar love cnfnar'd my foul : 

'Twas then— I hardly fcap'd the fatal fnare. 

'Twas tlien a peafant pour'd his amorous vow, 

All as I liften'd to his vulgar ftrain; — 
Yet (uch his beauty — would my birth allow. 

Dear were the youth, and blifsful were the plai 
But oh ! I faint ! why waftes my vernal bloom. 

In fruitlefs fearches ever doom'd to rove ? 
My nightly dreams the toilfome path refume. 

And I fhall die— before I find my love. 

4. ^ 
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When bit I flept, methought my ravifli^d eye. 
On dillant heaths liis radiant form furveyM ; 

Though night's thick clouds encompafs'd all thefky. 
The gems that bound his brow^ difpellM the (hade». 

how this bofom kindled at the fight \ 
Led by thfiir beams I urg'd tlie pleafing chafe ! 

Till, on a fudden, thefe with-held their light- 
All, all things envy the fublime embrace. 

But now no more— behind the diftant grove, 
Wanders my deftin'd youth, and chides my ftay s 

See, fee, he grafps the fteel— forbear, my love— 
lanthe comes j thy princefs haftes away." 

Scornful ihe fpoke, and heedlefs of reply 
The lovely maniac bounded o'er the plain j. 

The piteous viftim of an angry (ky I 
Ah me ! the vifiim of her proud difdjun I 

ELEGY XVIL 

He indulges the fuggeftions of fpleen r 

An elegy to the winds. 

^\e, namque tibi divum pater atque hominum rex 
Et mulcere dedit mentes & toliere vento." 

Q TE R N monarch of the winds, admit my prayer! 
^ A while thy fury check, thy ftorm confine ! 

No trivial blaft impells the paflive air 5 
But brews a tempeft in a breaft like mine. 

What 
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What bands of black ideas Qicead thgrr wi 

Tiie peaceful regions of cootat invade ' 
With deadly poiibn taint the cryftal fynag 

With noifome vapour blaft tbe verdant i 
I know their leader, fpleen ; and dread thi 

Of rigid Eunis, his defeeftsd fire; 
Through one my bloiToms and my frmts d 

Through one my pleafurcs and my hope 
Like fome pale ilripling, when his icy wa) 

Relenting yields beneatli tlie noontide be 
r (land aghaft j and chillM with fear furvi 

How far I *ve tempted life's deceitful fti 

Where, by remorfe impeird, repulsM by 

Shall wretched fancy a retreat explore ? 
She flies the fad prefage of coming years, 

And forrowing dwells on pleafures now 
Again with patrons and witli friends flie r 

But friends and patrons never to return 
She fees the nymphs, tlie graces, and the 

But fees them, weeping o^er Lucinda's 
She vifits, Ifis ! thy fbrfaken ftreani, 

Oh ill forfaken for Boeotian air ! 
6he dtcms no flood refle6ls fp bright a bea 

No reed fo verdant, and nb flowers fo f 
She dreams beneath thy facred ihades wer 

Thy bays might ev'n the civil ftorm rej 
Reviews thy focial blifs, thy learned eafe, 

And yvith no chearful accent cries, fan 



ELEGY XVIL 49 

Farewel, with whom to thefe retreats I ftrayM ! 

By youthful fports, by youthful toils allyM I 
Joyous we fojoumM in thy circling (hade> 

And wept to find the paths of life divide. 
She paints the progrefs of my rival^s vow; 

Sees every Mufe a partial ear incline } 
Binds with luxuriant bays his favourM brow» 

Nor yields the refiife of his wreath to mine. 
She bids the flattering mirror, formM to plcafc. 

Now blaft my hope, now vindicate defpair ; 
Bids my fond verfe the love-fick parley ccaic j 

Accofe my rigid fate, acquit my fair. 

Where circling rocks defend fome pathlcfs vale. 

Superfluous mortal, let me ever rove ! 
Alas ! there echo will repeat the tale — 

Where (hall I find the filent fcenes I love ? 

Fain would I mourn my lucklefs fate alone j 

Forbid to pleafe, yet fated to admire ; 
Away my friends ! my forrows are my own ! 

Why fhould I breathe around my fick defirc ? 
Bear me, ye winds, indulgent to my pains, 

Near fome fad ruin's ghaftiy fhade to dwell ! 
There let me fondly eye the rude remains. 

And from the mouldering refufe, build my celll 

Cenius of Rome ! thy proilrate pomp difplay ! 

Trace every difmal proof of fortune's power ; 
Let me the wreck of theatres furvey. 

Or peniive Ot beneath fome nodding tower. 

E ^ 
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Or where fome du6^, by rolling feafons woniy 

ConveyM pure ftreams to Rome^s imperial wa^Jy 
Neiur tlic wide breach in filence let me mourn ; 

Or t\ine my dirges to the water's fall. 
Genius of Carthage ! paint thy ruin'd pride 5 

Towers, arches, fanes, in wild confufion fhtwi^ 
Let banifh'd Marius, lowiering by thy fide, 

Compare thy fickle fortunes with his own. 
Ah no ! thou monarch of the ftorms i forbear ! ^ 

My trembling nerves abhor thy rude controul f 
And fcarce a pleaiing twilight foothes my care. 

Ere one vail death like, darknefs fhocks my favi* 
Forbear thy rage— on no perennial bafe 

Is built frail fear, or hope's deceitfnl pile;^ 
My pains are fled— my joy refumes its place. 

Should the iky brighten, or Melifia fraile. 

ELEGY XVni- 
He repeats the foi>g of Co l l.i n, a difcer-nin 
ftcphterd; lamenting theftateof the wooUc 
manufadory. 

*« Ergo omni ftudJo glackm ventofque nival^, 
** Quo minus eft illis curae mortalis egeftas, 
*« Avertes: viftumquc; feres*'* Virg 

TLT EAR Avon's bank, on Arden's flowery plai 
'*'^ A • tuneful (hepherd charm'd the liftening wav 
And funny Cotfol' fondly lov'd the ftrain 5 
Yet npt a garland crowns the fhepherd'» grave ! 

01 
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Oh \ loft Ophelia ! fmoothly flow'd the day. 

To feel his mufic with my fkunes agree I 
To tafte the beauties of his melting lay. 

To tafte, and fancy it was dear to thee. 
When, for his tomb, with each revolving ycar^^ 

I fteal the muik«rofe from the fcented brake, 
I fti^ew my cowflips, and I pay my tear, 

I Ul add the myrtle for Oplielia's fake. 

Shivering beneath a leaflefs thorn he lay. 

When death's chill rigour fcizM his flowing tongue ^ 
The more I found his faultering notes decay, 

The more prophetic trutli fublim'd the fong, 
^* Adieu my flocks, he faid ! my wonted care. 

By funny mountain, or by verdant fhore ! 
May fome more happy hand your fold prepare, 

And may you need your Collin's crook no more I 
And you, ye fhepherds ! lead my gentle fheep ; 

To breezy hills, or leafy fhelters lead ; 
JBut if the flcy with fhowers incedant weep. 

Avoid the putrid moifture of tlie mead. 

Where tlie wild thyme perfumes the purpled heath, 

Long loitering there your fleecy tribes extend- 
But what avail die maxims I bequeath ? 

The fruitlefs gift of an officious frieAdl 
Ah ! what avails the timorous lambs to guard, 

Though nightly cares, witli daily labours, join ? 
If foreign floth obtain the rich reward. 

If Gallia's craft the ponderous fleece purloin. 
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Was it for this, by couftant vigils worn, 

I met the terrors of an early grave ; 
For this I led them from the pointed thorn ? 

For this I bath'd them in the lucid wave ? 
Ah hcedlefs Albion I too benignly prone 

Thy blood to lavi/h, and thy wealth i-edgn ! 
Shall every other virtue grace thy throne. 

But quick-ey'd prudence never yet be thine ? 
From the fair natives of this peerlefs hill 

Thou gav'll the fheep that browze Iberian plain 
Their plaintive cries the faithlefs region fill. 

Their fleece adonis an haughty foe^s domains. 
Ill-fated flocks ! from clifr to cUtF they flray ; 

Far from their dams their native guardians far! 
Where the foft fhepherd, all the livelong day, 

Chaunts his proud miftref^ to his hoarfe guittai 

But Albion's youth her native fleece defpife ; 

Unmov'd they hear the pining fhepherd's moan 
In filky folds each nervous limb diiguife, 

AUur'd by every trcafure, but tKeir own. 

Oft have I hurry'd down the rocky fleep. 

Anxious, to fee the wintiy tempeft drive ; 
Preferve, faiJ I, preferve your fleece, my fhccp ! 

Ere long will Phillis, will my love arrive. 
Ere long fhe came : ah ! woe is me, fhe came ! 

Rob'd in the Gallic loom's extraneous twine : 
For gifts like thelTe they give their fpotlefs fame, 

Refign their bloom, their innocence reiign. 
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Will no bright maid, by worth, by titles known. 

Give the rich growth of Briti/h Iiills to fame i 
And let her charms, and her example, own 

That virtue's drefs, and beauty's arc the fame ? 
Will no fam'd chief fupport this generous maid ? 

Once more the patriot's arduous path refumc ? 
And, comely from his native plains ari*ay'd. 

Speak future glory to the Britifh loom ? 
What power unfeen my ravifh'd fancy fkcs ? 

I pierce the dreary fliade of fiiture days 5 
Sure 'tis the genius of the land infpires. 

To breath my lateft breath in * * • 's praife. 
might my breath for * * * 's praife f\|ffice. 

How gently (hould my dying limbs repofe ! 
might his future glory blefs mine eyes, 

My ravifli'd eyes ! how calmly would they clofc \ 
* * * was born to fpread the general joy 5 

By virtue rapt, by party uncontroul'd ; 
Britons for Britain fhall the crook employ ; 

Britous for Britain's glory (hear the fold." 

ELEGY XIX. 
Written in fpring 1743. 

A GAIN the labouring hind inverts tlie foil 5 
■^^ Again the merchant ploughs the tumid wave ; 
Another fpring renews the foldier's toil. 
And finds me vacant in tlie rural cave. 

E 3 As 
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At tiie feft lyre di/play'd my wonted loves. 

The penfive pkafnre and the tender pain. 
The fordid Alpbeus hmrryM through my groves^ 

Tet ftopM to Tent the diaates of difdain. 
Re ^ancM contemptooos o>r my rainM fold ; 

H^ blamed the graces of my favourite bowsr s 
My breaft, unfoUyM by the luft of gold ; 

My time, unlavifli^d in purfuit of power. 
Yes, Alphens ! fly the pnrer paths of fate 5 

Abjure thcfe fcenes from venal paflions free ; 
-Know, in this grove, I vow'd perpetual hate, 

War, endlcfs war, with lucre and with thee. 
Here nobly zealous, in my youthful hours, 

I dreft an altar to Th^ia*s namei 
Here, as I crown'd the verdant fhrine with flowers 

Soft on my labours Hole the fmiling dame. 
Damon, flie cryM, if pleas''d with honeft praife. 

Thou court fuccefs by virtue or by fong. 
Fly Ae falfe dictates of the venal race 5 

Fly the groft accents of the venal tongue. 
Swear that no lucre fhall thy zeal betray 5 

Swerve not thy foot with fortune's votaries mor< 
Brand thou their lives, and brand their lifelefs day- 

The winning phantom urg'd me, and I fwore. 

Forth from the ruftic altar fwift I ftray'd, 

" Aid my firm purpofe, ye celeftial powers I 
Aid me to quell the fordid bread, I faid.; 

And threw my j avelin towVds their hoftile towers ' 

TliiD 
* A JRoman ceremony m ^^dwci^nr^^ 



Think not regretful I furvey the deedj 

Or added years no more the zeal allow j 
^till, ftill obfervant to the grove I fpeed. 

The ihrine embelliih> and repeat the vow« 
<Swom from his cradle Rome^s relentlefs foe. 

Such generous hate the Punic champion * bore ; 
Thy lake, O Thrafimene ! beheld it glow. 

And Cannae^s walls, and Trebia*s crimfon ihore. 
But let grave annals.paint the warrior's fame 5 

Fair fhine his arms in hiftory enrollM } 
Whilft humbler lyres his civil worth proclaim* 

His nobler hate of avarice and gold.-i- 
^ow Punic pride its final eve furvey'd 5 

Its hods £x}iaufted, and its fleets on fire ; 
Patient thje vigor's lurid frown obey'd, 

And faw th* unwilling elephants retke. 
Biit when their gold deprefs'd the yielding fcalcj 

Their gold in pyramidic plenty pil'd* 
•He faw th' unutterable grief prevail 5 

He faw their tears, and in his iiiry fmiPd. 
Think not, he cryM, ye view the fmiles of eafe. 

Or this firm breaft difelaims a patriot's pain j 
J finile, but from a foul eftrang'd to (leace. 

Frantic with grief, delirious with difdain I 

3ut were it cordial, this detefted fmile. 

Seems it lefs timely than the grief ye (how ? 
fons of Carthage ! grant me to revile 
The fordid fource of your indecent woe ! , 

E 4 Why 

* Hannibal, 
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Why weep ye now ! ye faw with tearhfs eye 
When your fleet peri/h'd on the Punic wavcj 

Where hirk'd the coward tear, the lazy figb, 
When Tyre*8 imperial ftate commenced a fiavc } 

'Tis paft—0 Carthage ! vanquiih'd! honoured (hade I 
Go, the mean forrows of thy fons deplore j ' 

Had freedom fhai'd the vow to fortune paid. 
She ne'er, like fortune, had forfook thy fliore/* 

He ceasM^abafhM the confcious audience hear j 
Their pallid cheeks a crimfon blufh unfold j 

Yet ©'er that virtuous blufh diftreams a tear^ 
And falling moiUcns their ahandonM gold» 

E L E G y XX. 

Pie compares his humble fortune with the dillrefi 
of others ; and his fubjedion to Delia, witli 
the miferable fervitude of an African flave.. 

TXrHY droops this heart, with fancy'd woe< 
^ forlorn. 

Why finks my foul beneath each wmtry Iky ? 
What penfive crowds, by ceafclcfs labours woiu. 

What myriads, wiih to be as bleft as I ! 
What tliough my roofs devoid of pomp arife. 

Nor tempt the proud to quit his deilin'd way ? 
Nor coftly art my flowery dales difguife. 

Where only fimple fricndfliip deigns to flxay ? 

S* 
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See the wild Tons of Lapland^s chill domain. 
That fcoop their couch beneath the drifted ihows t 

How void of hope they ken the frozen plain» 
Where the (harp eaft for ever, ever blows I 

Slave though. I b«, to Delia^s eyes a (lave. 
My Delia*& eyes endear the bands- 1 wear ;, 

The figh (he cauies well becomes the brave. 
The pang (be caufes, 'tis evHi blifs to bear.. 

See the poor native quit the Libyan (bores, 

Ah I not in love's delightful fetters bowad I 
No radiant fmile his dying peace reftoresf 

Nor love, nor fame, nor friend(hipy heals his wound^ 
Let vacant bards difplay their boafted woes. 

Shall I the nu>clcery of grief difplay ? 
No, let the Mufe his piercing pangs difclofcy 

Who bleeds and weeps his fum of life away^ 
On the wild beach in mournful guife he ftood. 

Ere the (hrill boatfwain gave the hated fign j 
He dropt a tear unfeen into the flood ^ 

He ftole one fee ret moment, to repine. 

Yet the Mufe liilenM ta the plaints he made ; 

Such moving plaints as nature could infpire ^ 
To me the Mufe his tender plea conveyed,* 

But fmooth'd, and fuited to the founding lyre.. 
** Why am I ravifh'd from my native ftrand ?* 

What favage race prote6ls this impious gain ? 
Shall foreign plagues infeft this teeming land, 

And more than fea-bom m^nfters plough the main ^ 

Here 
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Here the dire locufts horrid Iwarms prevail j 

Here the blue afps with livid paifon fwell ; 
Here di€ dry dipfik writh his ilnuous mail $ 

Can we not here fccure from envy dwell ? 
When the grim lion urgM his cruel cliace. 

When the ftern panther fought his midnight pcejp 
What fate referv'd me for this chriftian race ? 

O race more polifhM, more fevere than they 1 
Ye prouling wolves, purfue my lateft cries ! 

Thou hungry tiger, leave thy reeking den ! 
Ye fandy waftes, in i-apid eddies rife ! 
. O tear me from the whips and Iboms of men! • 
Yet in their face fuperior beauty glows 5 

Art fmiles the mien of rapine and of wrpag^ 
Yet from their lip the voice of mercy flow^, 

And ev*n religion dwells upon their tongue. 
^Of blifsful haunts^ey tell, and brighter climes. 

Where gentle minds conveyM by death repair, 
But ftain*d with blood, and crimfon'd o*er with crime! 

Say,, (hall they merit what they paint fofair ? 
No, .carelefs, hopelefs, of thofe fertile plains, 

Rich by our toils, and by our forrows §ay. 
They ply our labours, and enhance our pains. 

And feign thefe diftant regions to repay, 
^or them our tulky elephant expires ; 

For them we drain the mine's cmbowelM gold^ 
'Where rove the brutal nations wild defires ? — 

-Our limbs are purclias'd, and -our life is ibid ! 
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Yet fliores there are^ bkft ihorcs for us remain. 
And favourM ides with golden fruitage crowned. 

Where tufted flowrets paint -the verdant plain. 
Where every breeze (hail medicine eveiy wound. 

There the ftem tyrant that embitters life 
Shall, yahily fuppliant, J^read his afking hand j 

There (halL^e view the billows raging ftrife. 
Aid the kind breail, and waft hi& boat to land/'* 

ELEGY XXT. 

Taking a view of the country from his retirement, 
he is led to meditate on the charadler of the 
ancient Britons. Written bX. the time of a 
romoured tax upon luxury, 1 746. 

THUS Damon fung— What though unknown te 
praife 
Umbrageous coverts hide my Mufe and me4 
Or 'mid the rural ihepherds, flow my days. 

Amid the rural ftiepherds, I am free. 
To view fleek valTals crowd aftately hall. 

Say, ihould I grow myfelf a folemn flaveT 
To find thy tints, O Titian ! grace my wall, 
Forego the flowery fields my fortune gave? 
Lord of my time my devious path I bend. 

Through fringy woodland, or fmooth-ftiaven lawng 
Orpenfile grove, or airy cliff afcend, 
And hail the fcene by natui'e^s pencil drawn. 

Thankt 



6o SHENSTONE'S POEMS. 

Thanks be to fate— though nor the racy vine. 
Nor fattening olive cloath the fields I rove, 

Sequeftcr'd (hades, and gurgling founts are mine. 
And every filvan grott the Mufes love. 

Here if my vifta point the mouldering pile, 
Where hood and cowl devotion's afpe6l wore, 

I trace the tottering reliques with a fraile, 
' To think the mental bondage is no more ! 

Pleas"'d if the glowing landfcape wave with com ; 

Or the tall oaks, ray country's bulwark, rifej 
PleasM, if mine eye, o'er thoufand vallies borne, 

Difcem the Cambrian hills fupport tlie ikies. 
And fee Plinlimmon ! ev'n the youtliful fight 

Scales the proud hill's etherial cliffs with pain 1 
Such Caer-cai*adoc ! thy ftupfendous height, 

Whofe ample fhade obfcures th' lernian main. 
Bleak, joylefs regions ! wliere, by fcience fir'd. 

Some piying fage his lonely ftep may bend j 
There, by the love of novel plaints infpir'd, 

Invidious view the clambering goats afcend. 

Yet for thofe mountains, clad with lafting fnow, 

The freeborn Briton left his gi-eeneft mead, 
Receding fullen from his mightier foe. 

For here he faw fair liberty recede. 
Then if a chief perform'd a patriot's part, 

Sulbiin'd her drooping fons, repell'd her foes, 
Above all Perfian luxe, or Attic art, 

The rude majeAic monument arofe. 

P 
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Progrcffive ages carol'd forth his fame j * 

Sires, to his praiie, attuned their children*s tongue i 
The hoary druid fed the generous flame, 

While in fuch drains the reverend vizard fung. 
" Go forth, my fons I— for what is vital breath. 

Your gods expeirdy your liberty refignM ? 
Go forth, my fons ! for what is inftant death 

To ibuls lecure perennial joys to iind ? 
For fcencs there are, unknown to war or pain. 

Where drops the balm that heals a tyrant's wound | 
Where patriots, bleft witli boundlefs freedom, reign. 

With mifletoe's myfterious garlands crown'd. 
Such are the names that grace your myftic fongs { 

Your foiemn woods refound their martial fire j 
To you, my fons, the ritual meed belongs, 

If in the caufe you vanquiOi or expire. 
Hark ! from the facred oak that crowns the groves^ 

What aweful voice my raptur'd bofom warms j 
This is the favoured moment heaven approves, 

Sound the (hrill trump; this inftant, found t% 
arms.'* 
Theirs was the fcience of a martial race. 

To fhape the lance, or decorate the fhield ; 
Ev'n the fair virgin ftain'd her native grace. 

To give new horrors to the tented field. 
Now, for fome cheek where guilty bluflies glow. 

For fome falfe Florimers impure difguifc, 
The lifted youth, nor war's loud fignal know. 

Nor virtue's call, nor fame's imperial i^mt. 
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Then if foft concord luUM their fears to fle 
Inert and fiknt (lept the manly car ;. 

But nifh'd horrific o'er ihe fearful fteep^ 
If freedom's awful clarion breath'd to w 

Now tlie fleek courtier, indolent, and vain, 

Thron'd in the fplendid carriage glides f 
To- taint his virtue with a foreign ftaio, 

Or at a favourite's board liis faith xefign. 
Leave them, O luxuiy ! this happy foil ! 

Chafe her, Britannia, to fome ho^le flio 
Or * fleece the baneful peft with annual fpc 

And let thy virtuous offspring weep no i 

£. L E G Y XXII, 

\Written in the year — , when the r 
fepulture were fo frequently violate 

SAY, gentle fleep, tliat lov'ft the gloom 
•Parent qf dreams ! thou great magiciai 
, ,Whence my late vifion thus indures the lig 
Thus haunts my fancy through tlie glar 

-^he filent moon had fcalM the vaulted ikie 

And anxious care refign'd my limbs to r 

A fudden luftre ftruck my wondering eyesj 

And Silvia flood, before my couch confef 

Ah ! not the nympU fo blooming and fo ga 

That led the dance beneath the feftive ih 

But Ihe that, in the morning of her day, 

Intomb'd beneath the grafs-green fod wj 

— ^ ♦ Alludes to a tax \r^QSv Vxwarf * 
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:No more her eyes their wonted ndiince caft ; 

No more her breaft in(jpir''d the lover's flame^ 
No more her cheek the Pseftan rofe fvrpaft ; 

Yet reem*d her lip^s etherial finile the fame. 
. Nor fuch her hair as decked her living face i 

Nor fuch her voice as chann'd the liftening crowd i 
Nor fuch her dxieis as heightened every grace ; 

Ala« ! all vaaiih'd for the mournful (hroud I 
Yet fcem'd her lip's etherial cliarm the fame » 

That dear difBn£tion every doubt removed $ 
Perilh the lover, whofe imperfed flame 

Forgets one feature of the nymph he lov'd* 
" Damon, ihe faid, mine hour allotted flies $ 

Oh ! do not wafte it with a fruitlefs tear ! 
Though griev'd to fee thy Silvia's pale diiguifc^ 

Sufpend thy forrow, and attentive hear. 
So may thy Mufe with virtuous fame be bleft 1 

So be thy love with mutual love repaid ! 
So may thy bones in facred filence reft,. 

Faft by the reliques of fome happier maid ! 
Thou know'fl:, how lingering on a diftant Ihore 

Difeafe invidious nipt my flowery prime ; 
And oh ! what pangs my tender bofom tore. 

To think I ne'er muft view my native clime I 
No friend was near to raife my drooping head j 

No dear companion wept to fee me die j 
.Lodge me within my native foil, I faid ; 

There my fond parents honaur'd reliques lie. 



64 SHENSTOIJE'S POEMS. 

Though now debarred of each domeftic tear ; 

Uuknowiiy forgoty I meet the fatal blow ; 
There many a friend fliall grace my woefiil bier^ 

And many a fi^ ihall rife, and tear ihall flow 

I fpokci nor fate forbore his trembling fpoil $ 
. Some vernal mourner lent his carelefs aid $ 
And foon they bore me to my native foil, 

Where my fond parents dear remains were lai' 
'Twas then the youths, from every plain and gr< 

Adom'd with mournful verfe thy Silvia^s bici 
"*Twas then the nymphs their votive garlands wc 

And ftrew*d the fragrance of the youthful ye; 

But wliy, alas ! the tender fcene difplay ? 

Could Damon's foot the pious path decline ? 
Ah no ! 'twas Damon firft attun'd his lay. 

And fure no fonnet was fo dear as thine. 

Thus was I bofom'd in the peaceful grave j 

My placid ghoft no longer wept its doom ; 
When favage robbers every fanftion brave. 

And witli outrageous guilt defraud the tomb 
Shall my poor corfe, from hoftile realms conve; 

Lofe the cheap portion of my native fands ? 
Or, in my kindred's dear embraces laid, 

Mourn the vile ravage of barbarian hands ? 
Say, would thy bread no death-like torture fee 

To fee my limbs the felon's gripe obey ? 
To fee them gafh'd beneath the daring fteel ? 

To crowds a fpcSre, and to dogs a pray f 
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lf^ean*S'(bns thefe horrid rites require^ 

If healtfa^s fair fcience be by theie refined. 
Let guilty convi£lsy for their ufc, expire ; 

And. let their breathleTs corfe avail. mankind. 
Vet hard it ieems, when ^ilt*8 laft fine is paid. 

To fee the vi&im^s corfe deiiy'd repofe ! 
Now, more fev^ere ! the poor ofFencelefs maid 

Dreads the dire outrage of inhuman foet. 

Where is the faith of ancient pagans 'fled ? 

Where the fend care the wandering manes claim ? 
Natime, inftin^^ive, cries. Protect the dead. 

And facred be their aflies» and their fame : 
Arife, dear youth ! cv'n now the danger calls ; 

'Ev'n now the villain fnuffs his wonted prey j 
See ! fee ! I lead tljee to yon' facred walls— 

Oh ! fly to chafe thefe human wolves away." 



B 
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Refle£tions fuggefled by bis fltuation. 

ORN near the fcene for Kenelm's fate renown M 
I take my plaintive reed, and range the grove. 
And raife my lay, and bid the rocks refound 
The favage force of empire, and of love. 

Faft by the centre of yon' various wild, 
Where Q>i*eading oaks embower a Gothic fane ; 

Kencbjda's arts a brother's youth beguilM } 
There nature urg'd her tendered pleas in vain, 

F Soft 
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Soft o'er his birth, and o'er his infant hours, * 
Th^ ambitious maid could every care employ 
Then with afliduous fondnefs cropt the flowers^ 
To deck the cradle of the princely boy } 

But foon the bofom's pleafing calm is flown ; 

Love fires her breaft $ the lultry paiTions rife ; 
A fftTour'd lover feeks the Mercian throne. 

And views her Kenelm with a rival's eyes. 
How kind were fortune, ah ! how juft were fate 
I Would fate or fortune Mercians heir remove ! 

How fweet to revel on the couch of ftate ! 

To crown at once her lover and her love ! 
See, garniihM for the cliace, the fraudful maid 

To thele lone hills dire6l his devious way } 
Tlie youth all prone the fifter guide obey'd. 

Ill-fated youth ! himfelf the deib'n'd prey. 

But now, nor ihaggy hill, nor pathlefs plain, 

Forms the lone refuge of the fylvan game; 
Since Lyttelton has crownM the fweet domain 

With fofter pleafures, and with fairer fame. 
Where the rough bowman urg'd his headlong ft 

Immortal bards, a poliih'd race, retire ; 
And where hoarfe fcrcam'd the ^repent horn, fu( 

The melting graces of no vulgar lyre. 
See Thomfon loitering near fome limpid well, 

For Britain's friend the verdant wreath prepa 
Or, fhidious of revolving feafons, tell, 

How peerlefs Lucia made all feafons fair ! 



£ L S 6 Y XXIII. 47 

Sec******* from civic garlands fly, 

And in thefe groves indulge his tuneful vein ! 
Or from yon* fummit, with a guardian^s eye, 

Obferve how freedom^s hand attires the plaun ! 
Here Pope ! ah never muft that towering mind 

To his lov'd haunts, or dearer friend, return ? 
VThat art I what friendihips ! oh ! what fame reiignM! 

*-In yonder glade I trace his mournful urn. 
Wiiere is the breaft can rage or hate retain. 

And thefe glad dreams and finiling lawns behold > 
Where is tlic breaft can hear the woodland ftrain. 

And think fair freedom well exchange for gold ? 
Through thefe foft (hades delighted let me ftray, 

While o'er my head forgotten funs defcend ! 
Through tliefc dear valleys bend my cafual way, 

Till fettlng life a total ihade extend I 
Here far from courts, and void of pompous cares, 

I Ml mufe how much I owe mine humbler fate ; 
Or fhrink to find, how much ambition dares, 

To (hine in angui/h, and to grieve in ftate ! 
Canft thou, O fun ! that fpotlefs throne difclofe. 

Where her bold arm has left no fanguine ftaln ? 
Where, ihew me where, the lineal fceptre glows. 

Pure , as the iimple crook that rules the plain f 

Tremendous pomp ! where hate, diftruft, and fear. 
In kindred bofoms folve the focial tie; 

There not the parent fmile is half fincere 1 
Kor void of art the confort's melting eye. 

F % There 
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Tbor miA tfae €r»J!T vifli, the kindly Eaxot, 

No face is b«%htai"d, tad no boibms beat ; 
i^cscsy imohnooy ^Cy ttow obc lordid ainiy 

And er*B die bcvdlefs lip a&ys deceit. 
Time coiranl miwiui* w^ Acirinurdenms roui 

The gliBce, dot more dtan rural blame inftill 
Wlii^ersy dot tingM widi Inendfliip doubly won 

Pity that ififaiesy and cenccm that kills. 
Their ai^cr whets, hut Tore can ne^er cn^^ ;' 

Carefling brothers part but to revile ; 
Thcfe all men finile, and prudence warns the wi 

To dread the fatal ftroke of all diat fmile. 
There all her rivals ! fiftrr, (on, and {ire, 

Wth horrid porpofe hug deftru6tive arms ; 
There iblt>ey*d maids in mnrdcrous plots coRfpii 

And fcom the gender mifchicf of their charnis 

Let fenrile minds one endlefs watch endure 5 

i>3iy , ilight, nor hour, their anxious guard ircfig 
But lay me, fate ! on flowery banks, fecure, 

ThdUgh my whole foul \>e, like my limbs, fupi 
Yes, may my tongue dififain a vaffal's care j 

My lyre refound no proftituted lay ; 
More warm to merit, more date to wear 

The cap of f reedoih, than the crown of bay- 
Sooth'd'byihe murtnuirs'of rxvf pebbled flood, 

I wiiji it not o'er goW^n fends to flow j 
Chea^ 'd by the veirdure of ray fpiral wood, 

I fcorn the quarry, where no ihrub can grow. 
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fMni^ht pangs the (hepherd^t peace purfue ; 
8 toDgue, his hand^ attempts no fecret wound ; 
ngs his Pelia, and if /he be trucy 
f love at once> and his ambition *s crowned. 
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ces occafion, from the fate of Eleanor of 
BTACNE, to fagged the imperfed pleafures 
a folltary life. 

7 HEN beauty mourns, by fate^s injurious doom, 
^ Hid from the chearful glance of liuman eye j 
en nature^s pride inglorious waits the tomb, 
[aid is that heart which checks the rifing figh. 
* Eleonora i would no gallant mindi 
'he caufe of love, the caufe of juftice own ? 
tchlefs thy charms, and was no life rcfign'd 
^o fee them fparkle from their native tlu-one ? 
had fair freedom's hand unveird thy charms, 
Veil might fuch brows the regal gem refign j 
Y radiant mien might fcom the guilt of arms* 
Tet Albion's awful empire yield to thine, 
hame of Britons ! in one fullen tower 
•he wet with royal tears her daily cell $ 

found keen anguifli every rofe devour; 
They fpning, they (hone, they faded, and they felU 

F 3 Through 
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Through one dim lattice fringM with ivy Found 

Succeflive funs a languid radiance threw; 
To paint how fierce her angry guardian frown'c 

To mark how faft her waning beauty flew» 
This, age might bear ; then fated fancy palls> 
Nor warmly hopes what fplendor can fupply 3 
Fond youth ince/Tant mourns, if rigid walls 
Reftrain its liftening ear, its curious eye» 
Believe me, • • • ♦, the pretence is vain ! 

This boafted calm that fmooths our early da; 
For never yet could youthful mind reftrain 

Th' alternate pant for plcafure and for praift 
Ev^n me, by ihady oak or limpid fpring, - 

Ev'u me, the fcencs of polifh'd life allure j 
Some genius whifpers, " Life is on the wing, 

And hard his lot that langaifhes obfcure. 

What though thy riper mind admire.no more- 

The Ihining cinfture, and the broider'd fold 

Can pierce like lightning throtkgh the figur'd 

And melt to drofs the radiant forms of gold 

Furs, ermins, rods, may well attraft thy fcon 

The futile prefents of capricious power ! 
But wit, but worth, the public Iphere adorn. 
And who but envies then the fecial hour ? 
Can virtue, carelefs of her pupil's meed. 

Forget how * * * fuftains the fhepherd's caui 
Content in Ihades to tune a lonely reed, 
Kor join the founding paean of applaufe ? 
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For public haunt8> impellM by Britain^s weal. 

See Grenvilie quit the Mufe*s favourite eafe i 
And ihaU not fwains admire his noble zeal ? 

Admiring praife, admiring ftrive to pleafe ? 
Life, fays the fage, affords no blifs fmcere ; 

And courts and cells in vain our hopes renew : 
But ah 1 where Grenvile charms the liftening ear, 

*Ti8 hard to think the chearlefs maxim true. 
The groves may iinile ; the rivers gently glide ; 

Soft through the vale refound the lonefome lay. 
Ev'n thickets yield delight, if taftc prciide f 

But can they pleafe, when Lyttelton's away ? 
Pure as the fwain's the breaft of • * * glows, 

Ah! were the fhepherd's phrafe, like his, refinM ! 
.But, how improved the generous diftate flows 

Through the clear medium of a poliHiM mind ! 
Happy the youths who, warm with Britain's love. 

Her inmoft wifli in * • *'s periods hear ! 
Happy that in the radiant circle move. 

Attendant orbs, where^Loufdale gilds the ipherel 

While rural faith, and every polifhM art. 

Each friendly charm, in * • • confpire. 
From public fccnes all penfive muft you part j 

All joylefs to the greeneft fields retire • 
Go, plaintive youth t no more by fount or ftream. 

Like fome lone halcyon, focial pleafure fhun i 
Go dare the light, enjoy its chearful beam. 

And hail the bright proceflion of the fun. 

F 4 Then 
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Then covered by thy t\pen*d flvEules, pelumc 

The filent walk ; no mofe by paffion tofts 
Then ieek thy nrftk haunts ; the dreary glooniy 

Where every art, that colotirt life, is loftr"—- 
In vain ! the Hftentng Mnfe attefids in vain ! 

Keftraints in hoftile bands her motions wait-* 
—Yet will I grieve, and fadden all my ftrain. 

When injured beauty mourns the Mufe^s fate'» 

ELEGY XXV. 

To Delia, with fome flowers ; complaining ho^ 
mach his benevolence fulFers on account of hi 
humble fortune^ 

WHate'er could fciilpture*s curious art employ 
Whatever tlie lavifh hand of wealth canfhowe 
Thefe would I give— and every gift enjoy. 
That pleas'd my fair— but fate denies the powei 

Bleft were my lot to feed the focial fires ! 

To learn the latent wi(hes of a friend ! 
To give the boon his native tafte admires. 

And) for my tranfport, ou his finile depexfd ! 

Bleft too is he, whofe evening ramble ftrays. 
Where droop the fons of indigence and care ! 

His little gifts their gladdened eyes amaze, 
Arid win, at final] expence, their fondeft praytr 

Ax 
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And oh the joy ! to fkiui tbe conibioui ligkf. 

To fpare the modeft bluih } to ^v<o uaftta ! 
Like ihowers that fall behind the veil of nighty 

Yet deeply tinge the finilixig valet with gipeeiu 
fiut happieft they» who drooping realms relieve I 

Whofe virtue in our culturM vales appear ! 
For whofe fad fate a thoufand ihepherds grieve » 

Aud £uling fields allow the grief fincese. 
To call loft worth from its oppreflive (hadei 

To fix its equal fphere, and fee it (hine; 
To hear it g^rateful own the generous aid | 

This» this is tranfpoit— but muft ne'er be mvatm 
Faint is my bounded blifs j nor I refufe 

To range where daizies open, rivers roll 5 
While proie or fong the languid hours amufe^- 

And foothe tlie fond impatience of my foul. 
A while I '11 weave the roofs of jafmine bowersy 

And urge with trivial cares the loitering year ^ 
A while I '11 prune my grove, prot&Sl my flowers^ 

Then, unlamented, prefs an early bier ! 
Of thofe lov'd flowers the lifelejCi corfc may ihare ; 

Some hireling hand a fading wreath beftow : 
The reft will breathe as fweet, will glow as fair. 

As when their mafter fmil'd to fee them glow» 
The fequent mom (hall wake the fylvan quire i 

The kid again (hall wanton ere 'tis noon 5 
Nature will fmile, will wear her beft attire | 

O I let not gentle Delia finile fo foon ! 

While 
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While the rude hearfe conveys me flow away. 
And carelefs eyes my vulgar fate proclaim. 

Let thy kind tear my utmoft worth overpay } 
And, foftly fighing, vindicate my fame.-* 

O Delia ! chearM by thy fuperior praife, 
I blefs the (ilei^t path the fates decree $ 

Pleas'd, from the lift of my inglorious days. 
To raze the moments crown'dwith blii's and thee 

ELEGY XXVI. 

Defcribing the forrow of an ingenuous mind, on 

the melancholy event of a licentious amour* 

WHY mourns my friend ! why weeps hisdown- 
caft eye! 
That eye where mirth, where fancy us'd to fliinc> 
Thy chearful meads reprove that fwelling figh ; 
Spring ne'er enamel'd fairer meads than thine. 

Art thou not lodg'd in fortune's warm embrace ? 

Wert thou not form'd by nature's partial care ? 
Bleft in thy fong, and bleft in every grace 

That wins the friend, or that enchants the fair ? 
Damon, faid he, thy partial praife reftrain ; 

Not Damon's friendfliip can my peace reftore 5 
Alas ! his very praife awakes my pain. 

And my poor wounded bofom bleeds the mort* 

For oh I that nature on my birth had frown'd. 
Or fortune fix'd me to fome lowly cell j 

Then had my bofom 'fcap'd this fatal wound, 
^or had I bid thefe vernal fweets, farcwch 

But 
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But led by foitune*s hand, her darling child^ 

My youth her vain licentious blifs admirM ^ 
In fortune^s train the fyren flattery (milMy 

And raflily hallowM all her queen infpir^d* 
Of folly ihidious, cv'n of vices vain, 

Ah vices ! gilded by the rich and gay ! 
I chas*d the guilelefs daughters of the plain. 

Nor dropt the chaie, till Jeffy was my prey. 

Poor artlefs maid ! to ftain thy fpotlefs name, 

Expence, and art, and toil, united ftrove ; 
To lure a breaft that felt the pureft flame, 

SuftainM by virtue, but betray'd by love. 
Schooled in the fcience of lovers mazy wiles, 

I cloath'*d each feature with affe6led fcom $ 
I fpokc of jealous doubts, and fickle fmiles. 

And, feigning, left her anxious and forlorn* 
Then, while the fancyM rage alarmM her care» 

Warm to deny, and zealous to difprove ; 
I bade my words the wonted foftnefs wear. 

And fcizM the minute of retuiiving love. 

To thee, my Damon, dare I paint the reft ? 

Will yet thy love a candid ear incline ? 
AflfurM that virtue, by misfortune preft. 

Feels not the (harpnefs of a pang like mine. 

Nine envious moons maturM her growing (ha 
£re-while to flaunt it in the face of day ; 

When, fcom'd of virtue, ftigroatiz'd by fan? 
Low at my feet defponding Jefly lay. 



<< H^nry^ flpK f^jki, by thy dear form fubduedi 
S^ t^ fad r^liques of a nymph undpne ! 

I find, I find this rifliig fob renewed. s 
I figh in fliades^ and ficken at the fun* 

Amid the dreary gloom of night, I cry. 

When will the monies once pleafing fcenes return 
Yet \7hat can morn's returning ray fupply, 

3ut foes that triump)\, oir but friends thatmpum 
Ala$ ! no more that joyous mom appears 

That led the tranquil hours of fpotlefs fame j 
For I h^c ftcep'd a father's couch in tears, 

And tingM 9 motlier's glowing cheek with fh^tm 
The vocal birds that raift their matin ftrain, 

Tiie fportive lamps, increafe my pen five moan; 
All feem to chafe me from the chearful plain. 

And talk of truth and innoceiice alone. 

If through the garden's flowery tribes I ftray. 

Where bloom the jafmines that could once allui 
Hope not to find delight in us, they fay. 

For we are fpotlefs, Jeffy ; we are pure. 
Ye flowers ! that well reproach a nympli fo frail; 

Say, could ye with my i^rgin fame compare ? 
The brighteft bud that fccnts the vernal gale 

Was not fo fragrant, and was not fo fair. 
||Jow the grave old alarm the gentler young ; 

And all my fame's abhorr'd contagion flee 5 
Trembles each lip, and faulters every tongue. 

That bids ^e mom propitious iinile on me. 

Tl 
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Thus for your fake t'ihun eich huhiati'eye; 

I bid the fwccfs of blooming youth adieu j 
To die I languiih, Init I dread to die. 

Left my fad fate flioUM horuHfh pdligs for you. 

Kaife me from earidi 5 the fains of >Vinty«rfi6vc 
And \tt Wie fiknt feek fcfme fri^itdly fhore } 

There 6nly, baniftiM frbm the fortn I love. 
My weeping virtue -fliall relapfe no- more. 

Be but my friend ; I aik no dearer name \ 
Be fuch the meed of fome more artful fair 5 

Nor could it heal my peace, or chale my (hame. 
That pity gave, what love refus'd to (hare. 

Force not my tongue to afk its fcanty bi-ead \ 

Nor hurl thy Jefly to the vulgar crew j 
Not fuch the parent's board at which I fed ! 

Not fuch the precept from his lips I drew I 
Haply, when age has filver'd o'er my hair, 

Malice may learn to fcom fo mean a fpoil \ 
Envy may flight a face no longer fair ; 

And pity, welcome, to my native foil."* 
She fpoke — nor was I bom of favage race 5 

Nor could thefe hands a niggard boon aflign ; 
Grateful ihe clalp'd me in a laft embrace. 

And vow'd to wafte her life in prayers for mine» 
I faw her foot the lofty bark afcend } 

I faw her breaft with every pafHon heave j 
I left her — torn from every earthly friend ; 

Oh ! my hard bofom, which could bear to leave ! 
4 Brief 
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Brief let me be ; the fatal ftorm arofe ; 

The billows ragM, the pilot^s art was rain j 
0*er the tall maft the circling furges clofe; 

My JeiTy-^floats upon the watery plain ! 
And * fee my youth^s impetuous fires decay j 

Seek not to ftop reflection's bitter tearj 
But warn the frolic, and inftru£l the gay» 

From JeiTy floating on her watery bier! 
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ODES, SONGS, BALLADS, &c. 

RURAL ELEGANCE. 

An O D £ to the late Dachefs of Somerset. 

Written 1750. 

XT T H I LE orient flcjcs rcftore the day, 
^^ And dew-drops catch the lucid ray j 
Amid the fprightly fcenes of morn. 

Will aught the Mufe infpirc • 
Oh ! Peace to yonder clamorous horn 

That drowns the facred lyre ! 

Ye rural thanes that o'er the moiTy down 
Some panting, timorous hare purfuej 

Does nature mean your joys alone to crown ? 
Say, does fhe finooth her lawns for you ? 

For you does echo bid the rocks reply. 
And urg'd by rude conffaraint refound the jovial cry }, 

See from the neighbouring hill, forlorn 
The wretched Twain your Iport furvey ) 

He finds his faithful fences torn. 
He finds his labourM crops a prey; 

He lees his flock— >no more in circles feed } 

Haply beneath your ravage bleed. 
And with no random curfes loads the deed. 
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Nor yet, yc fwains, conclude 

That nature fmiles for you. alone $ 
Votur bounded (foillsy tad .your conceptions crude» 

The proud, the felfiih boaft difown s 

Yours be the produce of the foil : 

O may it Aill reward your toil I 

Nor ever the defencelefs train 
Cf cHngiog tnfaats tdk fupport in rain ? 

But though the various harveft gild your plains. 

Does the ni^e landfcape feaft your eye ? 
Or t^e warm hope of diftant gains 

Far other caufe •f glee i'upply ? 

Is not the red-ftreak*s future juice 

The fource of your delight profound. 
Where Ariconium pours her gems profufe. 

Purpling a whole horizon round ? 
Athii*ft ye praife the limpid ftream, 'tis true > 

But though, the pebbled fhores among. 

It mimic no unpleafing fong, 
The limpid fountain murmurs not for you, 

DnpleasM ye feethe thickets bloom, 
UnpleasM thf fpring her floweiy robe refumc j 

UnmovM the mountain's airy pile. 

The dappled mead without a fmile. 

O let a rural confcious Mufc, 
For v^ell (he knows, your froward fenfe accuic 
Forth to the folemn oak you bring the fquarc. 
And fpan the mafTy trunk, before you cry, 'tis f 
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Nor yet ye leai-n^d, nor yet yc courtly train^ 
If haply from your haunts ye ibay 
To wafte with us a fummer^s day. 
Exclude the tafte of every fwain. 
Nor our untutored fenfe difdain^ 
*Ti8 nature only gives exduiive right 
To reliih her fupreme deliglit| 
She^ where (he pleafes kind or coy> 
Who furnilhes the fcene» and forms us to enjoy. 
Then hither bring the fair ingenuous mind. 
By her aufpicious aid refinM; 
Lo ! not an hedge-row hawthorn blows. 
Or humble hare-bell paints the plain. 
Or valley winds^ or fountain flows. 
Or purple heath is tingM in vain t 
For fuch the rivers daih the foaming tides. 
The mountain fwells, the dale fubiides j 
Ev'n thrifdeis furze detains their wandering iight, 
And the rough barren rock grows pregnant with delight. 

With what fufpicious fearful care 

The fordid wretch iecures his claim. 
If haply fome luxurious heir 

Should alienate the fields that wear his name! 
What fcruples left fome future birth 
Should litigate a fpan of earth ! 
Bon^, contrafls, feoffments, names unmeet for profe, 
The towering Mufe endures not to difclofe 5 
Alas ! her unreversed decree, 
More comprehenfive and more free, 
Her laviih charter, tafte, appropriates all we fee. 

G V^' 
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Let gondolas their painted flags unfold. 

And be the folemn day enrolled , 

Wden, to confirm his lofty plea. 
In nuptial fort, with bridal gold* 

The grave Venetian weds the fea : 
Each laughing Mufe derides the vow j 

Ev*n Adria fcorns the mock embrace. 
To fome lone hermit on the mountain's brow, 
, Allotted, from his natal hour, 

With all her myrtle fhores in dower. 

His breafl to admiration prone 

Enjoys the imile u^on her face. 
Enjoys trinmphant every grace. 
And finds her more his own. 

FatiguM with form's oppreflive law»> 
When Somerset avoids the great $ 
WliMiy cloy'd with merited applauicy 

She feeks the rural calm retreat} 
Doee ihe not praife each mofly cell. 
And feel the truth my numbers tell ? 
When deafen'd by the loud acclaim, 

Which genius grac'd with rank obtains^ 
Could (he not more delighted hear 
Yon throftle chaunt the rifing year ? 
Could ihe not fpurn the wreaths of fame. 
To crop the primrofe of the plains ? 
Does ihe not fweets in each fair valley find. 
Loft to the fons of power, unknown to half mankind 

Ah, can (he covet there to fee 
The fplendid (laves, the reptile i-ace, 

4 Thi 



That oil the tongue, and bow th« kne^ 
That (light her merit, but adore her place ? 
Far happier, if aright I deem. 
When from gay throngs, and gilded 4>u'cs, 

To where the lonely halcypns play. 
Her philofophic Hep retire64 
While, dudious of the moral theme. 
She, to Ibme imooCh (equeflerM fbream 
Liken« tlie fwain's inglorious day { 
PleasM from the flowery margin to fur\'^ey, 
'£ow cool, ferene, and clear, the current glides away, 

O blind to truth, to virtue blind. 
Who (light die fweetly peniive mind ! 
On whofe fair-birdi the Graces mild^ 
And every Mufe projdiietic fiail'd 
Not that the poetV boafted fire 

Should fame^s wide-echoingstrumpet fvrdl ; 
' Or, on the mufic of his lyre 

Each future age widi rapture dwellti 
The vaunted fweets of prai& remove^ 
Yet (hall fuch bofoms claim a part 
In all that glads the Imman heartj 
Yet thefe the fpirits, form'd to judge and prove 
All natnre^s charms \mxneniib, andheav«n*»unboundo 
ed love. 

And oh} the tranfport, moft allyM to fong» 
In fome fair villa's peaceful bound. 

To catch foft hints from nature's tongney 
And bid Arcadia bloom around ; 

G % Whethsr 
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Whether we fringe the doping hill. 
Or finoothe below die yerdan^ mead ; 

Whether we break the falling riU, 
6r dirough meandering mazes lead i 

Or in the horrid bramble^t room 

Bid carelefs groups of rofes bloom.; 

Or let fome (helter'd lake ieecne 
Kefie6l flowers, woods and spirts, and^brighten all 
fcene> 

O fweet difpofal of the rural hour ; 
O beauties never known to cloy ! 

While worth and genius haunt the favourM bo^ 
And every gentle breaft partakes the. joy ! 

While charity at ever fiirveys the fwaiq. 
Enabled' by thefe toils to chear 
A tram of hcIpleTs .infants dear, 
•Speed whiftling home acrofs the plain ; 

See vagrant luxury, her hand-maid grown^ 
For half her gracelefs deeds atone. 
And hails the bounteous worky and ranks itjwitli 



Why brand thtfc pleafures wlh the name 
Of foft, unfocial .toils, of indolence and /hame ? 
Search but the garden, or the wood, 
' I^ yon admirM carnation own. 
Not all was meant for raiment, or for foody 

Not all for needful ufe alone ; 
There while the feeds of future blofibms .dwel 
*Tis coloured for the fight, perfumM to pleale the fn 

\ 
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Why.kBows tke nigh^gale to fing f 

Why. flows the piBc^s ne6tareou$ juice ? 
Why fiiines with paint the linnet*^ wing f 

For Aiftenance alone ? For nfe ? 
For prefei-vation ? Every fpherc 
^lall bid fair plearure*s rightful claim appjrar. 
And fure there feem, . of human kind. 
Some bom to^un the fokmn ftrife j 
Some for amufive taiks defignMy 
To foothe the certain ills of life j . 
Grace its 4one* vales with many a budding roif. 
New founts of blifs difclofe. 
Call forth refrefliing fliades, and decorate repofe, 

Ffom plains and woodfands ; from iht view 
Of rural nature^s blooming face, 
Smit by the glare of rank and place. 
To courts the Tons of fancy flew; 
There long had art ordainM a rival feat j 
There had fhe lavifli'd all her care 
To form a fcene more dazzling fair. 
And caird them from their green retreat 
To fhare her proud control ; 
Had given the robe witli grace to flow. 
Had taught exotic gems to glow 5 
Andy emulous of nature^s power, 
MimickM the plume, the leaf, the flower j 
Chang'd the complexion's native hue. 
Moulded each ruilic limb anew. 
And warp'd the very foul. 

G 3 A 
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A while her magic ftrikes the novel eye>. 
A while the fairy forms delight ; 
And now aloof we leem to fly 

On purple pinions through a purer (ky. 
Where all is wondrous> all is bright » 
Now landed on Tome fpangleS^ihoTe 
A while each dazzled maniac roves 
By fapphire lakfes» through emerald groves 
Paternal acres pkafe no more } 

Adieu the fimple, die fincere delight— 
Th' habitual fcene of hill and dale. 
The rural herds, the vernal gale. 
The tangled vetches purple bloom,. 
The fragrance of the bean's perfume,^ 

Be theirs alone who cultivate the foil, 
And drink tlie cup of third, and eat the bread of t 

But foon the pageant fades away ! 

*Tis nature only bears perpetual fway. 
We pierce the counterfeit delight. 
Fatigued with fplendor's irkibme beams. 
Fancy again demands the fight 
Of native groves and wonted ftreams. 

Pants for the fcenes that charmM her youthful e 
Where trutli maintains her court, andbaniihes di% 

Then hither oft, ye fenators, retire. 
With nature here high converfe hoH 5 

For who like Stamford her delights admire. 
Like Stamford (hall with fcom behold 

Th' unequal bribes of pageantry and gold j 

Ber 
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Beneadi the Britiih oak^s mageftic (hack. 
Shall lee fair truth, immortal matd, 
Friendfliip in artlefs guife array*dj 
Honour and moral beauty ihine 
With more attra^Uve charms, with radiance more 
divine. 

Yes, here alone did higheft heaven ordain 
The lafting magazine of charmk> 
Whatever virius, whatever warms, 
Whatever fancy feeks to (hare 
The great, the various, and the fair, 
For ever ihould remain ! 

Her impnlfe nodiing may reftrain-* 
Or whence die joy ^mid columns, towers, 
*Midft all the city*s artful trim. 
To rear fome breathlefs rapid flowers 
Or ihrubs fiiliginouily grim : 
From rooms of filken foliage vain. 
To tirace the dun far diftant grove, 
Where, fmit with undifiembled pain, 
T4ie wood -lark mourns her abfent love, 
Borne to the dufty town from native air. 
To mimic rural life, ahd footlie fome vapourM faic« 

But how mud fEiithlefs art prevail. 
Should all who tafte our joy iincere. 
To virtue, truth, or fcience dear. 
Forego a court's alluring pale. 
For dimpled brook and leafy grovt. 
For that rich luxury of thouglit they love ! 

Gh Ah 
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Ah nO) from thefe the public %here requires 
Examples for its giddy bands > 
From thefe impartial heaven demands 
To (pread the flame itfelf mfpires ; 
To iift opinion^s mingled mafs, 
Imprefs a nation's taile, and bid the ilerling pad 

Happy, tlirice happy the)"-, 
Whofe graceful deeds have exemplary ihonc 
Round the gay pi-ecin^ls of a throne. 
With mild effeftive beams ! 
Who bands of fair ideas bring. 
By folemii grot, or fhady Ipring, 
To join their pleaiing dreams ! 
Theirs is the rural bliis without alloy. 
They only that deferve, enjoy. 
Wliat though nor fabled dryad haunt their grori 

Nor naiad near their fountain rove. 
Yet all embody'd to the mental light, . 
A train of ibiiling virtues bright 
Shall there the wife retreat allow, 
Shall twine triumphant palms to deck the wander 
brow. 

And though by faithlefs friends alarmM, 
Art have with nature wag'd prefumptuous wai 
By Seymour's winning influence charmM, 
In whom their gifts united fhine. 

No longer (hall their coimfels jar. 
'Tis her to meditate the peace 5 

} 
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Near Percy-lodge, with awe-ftnick mien, 
The rebel feeks her lawful queen,. 
And havock and contention ceafe. 
I fee the rival powers-combine. 
And aid each other*s fair defignf 
Nature exalt the mound where art fhall builcTf 
Art ihape the gay alcove, while nature paints thf 
field. 

Begin, ye fongfters of the grove ! 

warble forth your nobleft lay 5 

Where Somerfet vouchfafes to rove. 

Ye leverets, freely fport and play, 

—Peace to the ftrepent horn ! 
Let no harih difonance difturb the mom. 

No founds inelegant and rude 

Her facred folitudes profane ! 

Unlefs her candour not exclude 

The lowly ihepherd*s votive (brain. 
Who tunes his reed amidft his rural chear. 
Fearful, yet not averfe, that Somerfet ihould hear* 

ODE to MEMORY. 174s. 

/^ Memory ! celeftial maid I 

^^ Who glean'ft the flowerets cropt by time j 

And, fufFering not a leaf to fade, 

Preferv'ft tlie bloffoms of our prime ; 
Bring, bring thofe moments to my mind 
When life was new, and Leibia kind. 

And 
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Ahi brag that girlmd to my fight, 

With which my ^avourM crook flie boynd j 

And bring thatt wreath of roies bright 
Which thca my fdbve temples cvownM. 

And to my rapturM ear convey 

The gentk things flie deign'd to iay. 

And Icetch with care the Muie^s bower. 

Where Ifis rolls her filver tide j 
Nor yet omit one reed or flower 

That ihines on Cherwell*s verdant fide $ 
tf fo tl^ou may^ft thofe hours prolong. 
When polifl&'d Lycon joined my fiMig. 

The fong it 'vaih not to recite— 
But fbre, to foodie cm* yonthftil dreams, 

Thofe banks and ftreams appearM more bright 
Than other banks, than other ftreams : 

Or, by thy fofttening pencil ihewn, 

Aifume they beauties not their own ? 

And painc that fi^reedy vacant fcene. 

When, all beneath the poplar bough. 
My fpirits light, my foul ierene, 

I breathM in verfe one cordial vow : 
That nothing (hould my foul infpire. 
But frie»ddiip warm, and love entire* 

Dull to the f^nfe of new delight, 
On thee the drooping Mufe attends^ 

As fome fond lover, robb'd of fight. 
On thy expreffive power depends j 
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Nor would exchange thy ghwring Knw, 
To live the lord .of all that fluoes. 

But let me chafe thofe vows away 

Which at ambition^s ihrine I made ^ 
Nor ever let thy fkill difplay 

Thofe anxious moments, ill repaid i. 
Oh! from my breail that feafon rafe. 
And bring my childhood in its place. 

Bring nie the bells, the rattle bring. 

And bring the hobby I beilrode ; 
When, pleased in many a iportive ringy, 

Around the room I jovial rode ; 
tfn let me bid my lyre adieu, 

And bring die whiftle that I blew. 

Then wiU I mufe, and penfive fay> 

Why did not thefe enjoyments laft ; . 
How fweetly wailed I the day, 

While innocence aillowM to waftc l^ 
Ambidon^s toils alike are vain. 
Bat ah! for pleafure yield us pain. 

The Princess ELIZABETH; 
A B A L L A D alluding to a ftory recorded of her^ 
when fhe was prifoner at Woodstock, 1554* 
WT ILL you hear how oxee repining 



Great Eliza captive lay ? 
Each ambitious thpught reiigning. 
Foe to riches, pomp, and fway. 



While 
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While the nymphs and fwains delighted 
Tript aroimd in all their pride j 

Envying joys by others flighted. 
Thus the royal maiden cry' d. 

•* Bred on plains, or bom- in vallies, . 

Who would bid thof& fcenes adieu ? 
Stranger to the arts of malice. 

Who would ever courts pjarfue ? 
Malice never taught to treafure, 

Cenfure never taught to bear': • 
Love is all the fliepherd's pleafure j- 

Love is all tlic damfel's care. 

How can they of humble ftation 
Vainly blame the powers^ above ? 

Or accufe the difpenfation 

Which allows them all to love ? 

Love like air is widely given ; 

Power nor chance can thefe reffarain ; 
Trueft, nobleft gifts of heaven I 

Only pureft on the plain ! 
Peers can no fuch charms difcover. 

All in ftars and garters drefl. 
As, on Sundays, does the lover 

With his nofegay on his breaft. 
Pinks and rpfes in profufion. 

Said to fa(|e when Chloe^s near 9 
Fops may ufe the fame alluiion ^ 

But tlie fhepherd is fincere. 
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^k to yonder .milk-maid finging 

Cbearly o*er. the brimming pail^i 
Xowflips all around ber fpringing 
Sweetly paint tlie golden vale. 

Never yet did courtly maiden 

Move fo fprigbtly.9 look fo faipj 
Never breaft with jewels laden 

Pour a ibng fb.vjoid of. care. 
'Would indulgent heaven had granted 

Me fome rural damfel's part ! 
All tbe empire I had wanted 

Then hak been my fliepherd's heart. 
Then, jwith him, o*cr hills and mountain^, 

Free from fetters, .might I rove t 
l^carlefs tafte.the cryftal -fountains j 

Peaceful ileep beneatli the grove, 
^^ttftics had been mpre,forgivingj 

Partial to my virgin bloom : 
None had ^nvy'd me when livings 

None had triumphed o'er my tomb." 

ODE to -a young LADY, 
^mewhat too fblicitous about her manner of 
expreffion. 

O U R V E Y, my fair ! that lucid ftreanj, 

Adown tlie fmiling valley ftray j 
Would ait attempt, or fancy dream. 
To regulate its winding way ? 

. So 
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So pleasM I view tii^r ihiniBg hair 

In loofe diiheverd ringlets flow : 
Not all thy art, not all thy care. 

Can tlicre one Angle grace bellow. 
Survey again that verdant hill. 

With native plants enamerd 6*cri 
Say, can the painter's utmoft (kill 

Inftru6l one flower to plcaie us raoFe- } 
As vain it were, widi aitfiil dye, 

To change the blooni thy cheeks difcloff^ 
. And oh may Laura, ere flie try. 

With frefh vermilioii paint the ro^. 
.Hark how the wood^ark-s tuneful throat 

Can every ihidy'd grace excel ; 
Let ait conftrain the rambling note. 

And will ihe, Laura, pleafe fo well'? 
Oh ejyer keep thy native eafe. 

By no pedantic law confinM ! 
For Laura's voice is formM to pleafe, 
. So Laura's woi^ds.be not unkind. 

N A N e y of the V A L E. 
A B A L L A D. 

** Nerine Galatea t thymo mihi.dulciojr.Hybla6l 
" Candidior cygnis I hedera formoilor alba !*' 

'T* HE weftem iky was purpled a>r 
•■' Witheyery pleafing ray : 
And (locks reviving felt no move 
The fultiy : heats of day i 
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When from an hazle^s artiefs bower 

Suft warbled StrephoB^s tonj^; 
He blcft the icene, he bkft the hour. 

While Nancy^s praiie he fung. 
" Let fops with fickle faliiehood niYge 

The paths of wanton love. 
While weeping maids lament their change 

And fadden every grove : 

Bat endleis bkiiiigs crown the day 

I faw fair £(ham*« -dale ! 
And every blefling find its way 

To Nancy of the Val«. 
Tv/as from Avona^s hanks the maid 

Dlffiis'd her lovely beams 3 
And every (hining glance difplayM 

The Naia<i of the ftreams* 

Soft as the wUd-duck^s tender young. 

That floats on Avpn^s tide; 
Bright as the water-lily, fpnii^ 

And glittering near its fide. 

Frefli as the bordering floiwBers, her lilooni^ 

Her eye, all mild to view-; 
The little halcyon* s asure plume 

Was never lialf fo blue. 
Her fhape was like the reed fo fleek. 

So taper, fhrait, and fair 3 
Her dimpled (mile, her blufhing cheek, 

How charming fweet they were ! 

Far 
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Jar in the winding yalc rctirM, 

This peerlefs bud I^found; 
And ihadowingrock and woods confpir^d 

To fence her beauties round. 
Tliat nature 'in fo lone a dell 

Should form a nymph ib.fweet'j 
Or fortune to her fecret cell 

Conduft my wandering feet! 
Gay lordlings ibughther for their bride. 

But ihe would ne^er incline: 
•* Prove to your equals tnie, ihe cryM, 

As I will prove to mine. 

•Tis Strephon, on the mountain^« brow, 

Has won my right good will j 
To him I gave- ray plighted vow, 

With him I '11 climb the.hiU." 
Struck witli/iier charms ^nd .gentle truth, 

I clafp'd the con^ant.fair^ 
To her alone I gaxe my youth* 

And vow my future care. 
And when this vow ihall faithlefs prove, 

.Or I thofe charms forego $ 
The ftream that /aw our tender love^ 

That ftream fhall ceafe to iiow. 
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ODE to INDOLENCE. 1750. 

A H! why for ever on the wiqg 
^ Perfifts my wearied fool to roam> 
Why, ever cheated, ftrives to bring 
Or pleafure or contentment home ? 

Thus the poor bird, that draws his name 

From paradife^s honourM groves, 
Carelefs fatigues his little frame ; 

Nor finds the refting-place he loves. 
Lo ! on the rural mofly bed 
' My limbs with carelefs eafe reeling 5 
Ah, gentle floth ! indulgentfpread 

The fame foft bandage o'er my mind. 
For why fhould lingering thought invade, 

Yet every worldly profpe£( cloy f 
^nd me, foft floth, thy friendly aid. 

And give me peace, debarred of Joy, 
^ov'ft thou yon oaim and filent flood. 

That never ebbs, that never flows ? 
Pfotefted by the circling wood 

Prom each tempeftuous wind that blows / 
An altar on its bank fliall rife. 

Where oft thy votary ftiall be found; 
*^at time pale autumn lulls the ikies. 

And ilckening verdure fades around. 

H Ye 
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Ye bufy race, ye fa£lious train; 

That haunt ambidon^s guilty fhrine 5 
No more perplex the world in vain, 

But offer here your vows witli mine. 
And thou, puiflant queen I be kind : 

If e'er I fhar'd thy balmy power j 
If e*er I fwayM my aftive mind 

To weave for thee the rural bowery 
Diflblve in fleep each anxious care ^ 

Each unavailing figh remove ; 
And only let me wake to ihare. 

The fweets of fricndfliip and of love. 

ODE to H E A L T H, 173 

OH E A L T H, capricious maid ! 
Why doft thou fliun my peaceful bowe 
Where I had hope to (hare thy power. 

And blefs thy lafting aid ? 

Since thou, alas ! art flown. 
It 'vails not whether Mufe or Grace,. 
With tempting fmile, frequent the place t 

I figh for thee alone. 

Age not forbids thy flay ; 
Thou yet might'fl: a6i the friendly part ; 
Thou yet mighfft raife this languid heart; 

Why fpeed fb fwift away ? 
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Thou fcorn'ft the city-air 5 
I breathe frefli gales o'er furrow'd ground. 
Yet haft not thou my wifhes crownM, 

falfe ! O partial fair ! 

1 plunge into the wave ; 

And though with pureft hand I raife 
A niral altar to thy praife, 

Thou wilt not deign to fave. 

Amid my well-known grove. 
Where mineral fountains vainly bear 
Thy boafted name, and titles fair. 

Why fcorns thy foot to rove ? 

Thou hear'ft the fpoitfman's claim 5 
Enabling him, with idle noife, 
To drown the Mufe's melting voice, 

And fright the timorous game. 

Is thought thy foe ? adieu. 
Ye midnight lamps ! ye curious tomes ! 
Mine eye o'er hills and valleys roams, 

And deals no more with you. 

Is it the clime you flee ? 
Yel; 'midft his unremitting fnows, 
The poor Laponian*s bofom glows ; 

And fharcs bright rays from thee. 

There was, thei*e was a time, 
When, though I fcorn'd thy guardian care, 
Nor made a vow, nor faid a prayer, 

I did not rue the crime, 

H * Who 
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Who then more blcft than I ? 
When the glad fchool-boy's taflc was done, 
And forth, with jocund fprite, I run 

To freedom, and to joy ? 

How jovial then the day ! 
What ilnce have all my labours found. 
Thus climbing life, to gaze around. 

That can thy lofs repay ? 

Wert thou, alas ! but kind, 
Methinks no frown that fortune wears. 
Nor leffen'd hopes, nor growing cares. 

Could fink my chearful mind. 

Whatever my ftars include ; 
Wliat other breads convert to pain, 
My towering mind fliall foon diidain. 

Should fcom— Ingratitude! 

Repair this mouldering cell, 
And bleft with objefts found at home. 
And envying none their fairer dome. 

How pleas'd my foul (hould dwell ; 

Temperance ftiould guard the doors ; 
From room to room fhould memory ftray, 
And ranging all in neat aiTay, 

Enjoy her pleafmg ftores— 

There let them reft unknown, 
The types of many a pleafing fcene : 
But to prefen^e them bright or clean. 
Is thine, fair Queen ! alone. 




A* 
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To a LADY of QJU A L I T Y •, 

Fitting up her Library. 1738. 

H ! what is fcience, what is ait. 
Or what the pleafure thefe impart ? 
Ye trophies, which the learn' d purfue 
Through endlefs fniitlefs toils, adieu ! 

What can the tedious tomes beftow. 
To foothe the miferies they ihew ? 
What, like the blifs for him decreed. 
Who tends his flock, and tunes his reed ! 
Say, wretched fancy ! thus refinM 
From all that glads the iimpleft hind. 
How rare that obje6l which fupplies 
A charm for too difceming eyes ! 
The polifhM bard, of genius vain, 
Endures a deeper fenfe of pain : 

As each invading blaft devours 

The richeft fruits, the faireft flowers. 

Sages, with irkfome wafte of time, 

The fteep afcent of knowledge climb ; 

Then from the towering heights they fcale. 

Behold contentment range— the vale. 

Yet why, Afteria, tell us why 
We fcorn the crowd, when you are nigh j 
Why then does reafon feem fo fair. 
Why learning, then, deferve our care? 

H 3 Who 

• Lady Luxborough. 
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WKo caa impkas*d your fiielves behold, 
Wkile foo (6 fair a proof unfold 
What t'orce the brightrft genhis draws 
From poliikM wifdoin*s written laws f 

Where are oar humbler tenets flown ? 
What ftiai^ perfcdion bids vs own 
That blifi with toiUbme icience dwells. 
And happieft he, who moft ezcells ? 

Upon a Visit to the iame, in Wintek 
1748. 

f\ N fair Aftcria^s blifsful plains, 
^^ Where ever-blooming fancy reigns. 
How pkas*d we pafs the winter^s day; 
And charm die dull-ey'd fpleen away ! 

No linnet, from the leaflefs bough. 
Pours forth her liote melodious now i 
But all admire Afteria''s tongue, 
Nor wi/h the linnet^s vernal fong. 
No flowers emit their traniient rays : 
Yet ftirfe Afteria's wit difplays 
More various tints, rooi*e Rowing IineS« 
And with perennial beauty flihies. 

Though rifled groves and fetterM flreams 
But ill befriend a poet''s di^^ams : 
Afteria's prefence wakes the lyre ; 
And well fupplies poetic fire. 
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The fields have loft their lovely dye { 
No chearfiil aziire decks the (ky i 
Yet ftill we bleft the louring day ; 
Afteria fmiles— and all is gay. 
Hence let the Mufe no more prefume, 
. To blame the winter's dreary gloomy 
Accufe his loitering hours ao more; 
But ah I their envious hafte deplore ! 

For foon, from wit and friendihip*s reign^ 
The focial hearth, the fprightly vein, 
I go— to meet the coming year, 
On ravage plains, and deferts drear ! 

I go— to feed on pleafures flown. 
Nor find the fpring my lofs 3Jtone ! 
But *mid the flowery fweets of May 
With pride recal this winter's day« 

Anirregidftr ODE after Sickness. 1749^ 
** — Melius, cum venerit ipfa, canemua.** 

*Tp O O long a ftranger to repoTe, 
■* At length from pain's abhorred coucli 1 rofe. 

And wander'd forth alone; 
To court once more the balmy breeze. 
And catch the verdure of the trees. 
Ere yet their charms were flown. 
'Twas from a bank with paniies gay 
I Juul'd once more the chearful day« 

H^ The 
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The fuii^s forgotten beams : 

fun ! how pleafing were thy rays, 
Refle^ed from the poliih'd face 

Of yon refulgent ftreams 1 

RaisM by the fcene, my feeble tongue 
EfTayM again the fweets of fong : 
And thus, m feeble ftrains and flow, 
The loitering numbers *gan to flows. 

" Come, gentle air! my languid limbs rcfton 
And bid me welcome from the Stygian fliore ; 
For furc I heard the tender fighs, 

1 fecmM to join the plaintive cries 

Of haplefs youths, who througlr the myrtle gi 
Bewail for ever their unfinifliM love r 

To that unjoyous clime, 
Tom from the fight of thefe etherral fldes 5 
DebaiT'd the luftre of their Delia^s eyes 5 

And banifliM in their prime. 

Come, gentle air ! and, while tlie thickets bk 
Convey tlie jafminc's breath divine ; 

Convey the woodbine^s rich perfume, 
Nor fpare the fweet-leaft eglantine. 

And may'ft thou fliun the rugged ftorm 
Till health her wonted charms explain. 
With rural pleafure in her train. 

To greet me in her faireft form. 
While from this lofty mount I view 
The fons of eartli, the vulgai- crew* 
■ 4 A 
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Anxious for futile gains beneath me ftray, 
Andfeek with erring ftep contentment^s obvious way. 
Come, gentle air ! and thou, celeftial Mu(e, 

Thy genial flame infufe ; 
Enough to lend a penfive bofom aid. 
And gild retirement's gloomy (hade j 
Enough to rear fuch ruftic lays 
As foes may flight, but partial friends will praiie." 

The gentle air allowM my claim ; 
And, more to chear my drooping frame. 
She mix*d the balm of opening flowers } 
Such as the bee,^ with, chemic powers. 
From Hybla's fragrant hiUs inhales. 
Or fcents Sabea's blooming vales. 

But ah ! the nymphs that heal the penfive mind, . 
By prefcripts more refin-'d, 

Ncgleft their votary's anxious moan : 
Oh, how ihould they relieve?— the Mufcs all were 
flown. 

By flowery plain, or woodland ihades, 
I fondly fought the charming maid»j 
By woodland (hades, or flowery plain, 
I fought them, faithlefs maids I in vain I 

When lo ! in happier hour, 
I leave behind my native mead. 
To range where zeal and friendftiip lead. 
To vifit Luxborough's honour'd bower.* 
Ah foolifh man ! to feck the tuneful maids 
On other phihs, or near lefs vtrdant (hades 5 

Scarce 
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Scarce have my foot- ftcpsprefs*d the&vour'dgrour 
When founds etherial ftrilie my earj 
At once celeftial forms appear ^ 

My fugitives are found I 
The Mufes here attuxie their lyres. 
Ah partial I with unwonted fires } 
Here, hand in hand, with carelefs mienp 
The fportive Graces trip the green. 

But whilft I wanderM o^er a icene fo fair, 

Too well at one furvey I trace, 

How every Mufe, and every Grace, 
Had long employM their care. 
Lurks not a ftone enrich'd with lively ftain. 

Blooms not a ilower amid the vernal ftorc. 
Falls not a plume on India's diftant plain. 

Glows not a ftieU (hi Adrians rocky ihore, 
But, torn methought from native lands or feas^^ 
From their arrangement, gain freih power to pi 

J^nd feme had bent the wildering maze, 
Bedcckt with every ihrub that blows j 

And fbme entwin'd the willing fprays, 
To fhield th'' illuftrious dame's repofe : 

Others had gi-ac'd the fprightly dome. 
And taught the portraif where to glow 5 
Others arranged the curious tome j 
Or, 'mid the decorated fpace, 
Aifign'd the laurel'd buft a place. 
And given to icaming all the pomp of fhow* 
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And now from every talk withdrawn. 
They met and frilk'd it o'er the lawn. 

Ah ! woe is me, fud I ; 
And • • * 's hilly circuit heard my cry. 
Have I for this, with labour ftrove. 

And lavifliM all my little ftore 
To fence for you my ihady grove. 

And fcoUop every winding fhore j 
And fringe with every purple rofe, 
The fapphire ftream that down my valley flows ? 

Ah ! lovely treacherous maids I 
To quit unfeen my votive fhades. 
When pale difeafe, and torturing pain. 
Had torn me from the breezy plain. 
And to a reftlefs couch confinM, 
Who ne'er your wonted talks declin'd* 
She needs not your officious aid 
1 o fwell the fong, or plan the Ihade ; 

By genuine fancy fir'd, 
Her native genius guides her hand, 
And while Ihe marks the fage command^ 
More lovely fcenes her fkill Ihall raife. 
Her lyre refound with nobler lays 

Than ever you iiifpir'd. 
Thus I may rage and grief diiplay | 
But vainly blame, and vainly mourn. 
Nor will a Grace or Mule return 

Till Luxborougk lead tlie way« 

Ta 
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To a LADY, with fome .coloured Patterns 
Flowers, October 7, 1736. 

Madam ! 
'T* HOUGH rude the draughts, though artkfs I 
•■' the lines, 
From one unfluird in verfe, or in deilgns ; 
Oft has good-nature been the foors defence. 
And honeft meaning gilded want of fenfe. 

Kear not, though flowers and beauty grace my I 
To praife one fair, another ihall decay. 
No lily, bright with painted foliage, here. 
Shall only languifh, when Selinda's neai- : 
A Fate revers'd no fmiling rofe (hall know. 
Nor with reflefted luftre doubly glow." 
Praifes which languifh when apply'd to you. 
Where flattering fchemes feem obvioufly true. 

Yet fure your fex is near to flowers ally'd. 
Alike in foftnefs, and alike in pride : 
Foes to retreat, and ever fond to fliine. 
Both rufh to danger, and the (hades decline ; 
Exposed, the (hort-liv'd pageants of a day, 
To painted flies or glittering fops a prey : 
Chang'd with each wind, norone (hort day the fa 
Each clouded flcy afFefts their tender frame. 
In glaring Chloe^s man-like tafle and mien, 
Are the grofs fplendors of the Tulip feen : 
Diftant they ftrike, inelegantly gayj^ 
To the near view no pleafmg charms difplay. 
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rm the nymph, a vulgar wit muft join, 
arfer foils will mod the flower refine, 
ia^s beauties let the Jafmine paint, 
faintly foft, too nicely elegant, 
id with feeming fanftity endued, 
*a(fion-flower may beft exprefs the Prude, 
the gay Rofe, too rigid Silvia (hines, 
e, like its guardian thorn, her virtue joins — 
y the nymph ! from all their failures free, 
y the nymph ! in whom their charms agree, 
int thcfc productions, till you bid difclofe. 
Pink new fplendqrs, and frcfli tints the Rofe : 
yet condemn not trivial di-aughts like th^le, 
rd to improve, and make ev'n trifles plealb. 
rwer like yours minuter beauties warms, 

yet can blaft the moft afpiring charms : 
s, at the rays whence other objects fhine, 

taper fickens, and its flames decline, 
rn by your art the purple Violet lives, 

the pale Lily fi)rightlier charms receives ; 
icrs to me fliall glow inferior far, 
I witli lei's pleafing luftre fhine the flar. 
et ferious triflers, fond of wealth or fame, 
toils like thefe beftow too foft a name ; 
li gentler art with ^fe indifference view, 
I fcom one trifle, millions to purfue : 
re artful I, tlieir fpecious fchemes deride, 
d to pleafe you, by you in thefe employed ; 
lobler talk, or more fublime defire, 
bition ne'er could form, nor pride infpiie : 

The 
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The fwccts of tranquil life and Tural cafe ' 
Amufc fecurely, nor lefs juftly pleafe. 
Where gentle pleafure (hews her milder power> 
Or blooms in fruit, or fparkles in tlie flower; 
Smiles in the groves, the raptur'd poet*s theme; 
Flows in the brook, liis Naiad of the ih^am 5 
Dawns, with eacfe happier ftroke the pencil gives 
And, in each livelier image, fmiling lives ; 
Is heard, when Silvia ftrikes the warbling ftrings 
Selinda fpeaks, or Philomela fings : 
Breathes with tlie morn 5 attends, propitious mai( 
The evening ramble, and the noon-day glade j 
."Some vifionary fair fhe cheats our view. 
Then only vigorous, when flie 's feen like yon. 
Yet nature fome for fprightlier joys defign'd. 
For brighter fcenes, with nicer care, refin'd. 
"When the gay jewel radiant ftreams fupplies. 
And vivid brilliants meet your brighter eyes ; 
When drefs and pomp around the fancy play. 
By fortune''8 dazzling beauties borne away : 
When theatres for you the fcenes forego. 
And the box bows, obfequioully low : 
How dull the plan which indolence has drawn^ 
The mofly grotto, or the flowery lawn 1 - 
Though rofcate fcents in every wind exhale. 
And fyh-an warblers charm in every gale. 

Of thefe be her's the choice, whom all approvt 
And whom, but thofe who envy, all muft love j 
By nature modeled, by experience taughtj 
To know and pity every -lemak £a«lt 1 
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Pleas'd ev''n to hear her fex's virtues fhewn. 
And blind to none's perfeftions but her own : 
Whilft, humble fair ! of tliefe too few (he knows. 
Yet owns too many for the world's repofe : 
From wit's wild petulance ferenely free. 
Yet bleft in all tliat nature can decree, 
Not like a fire, which, whilft it burns, alarms ; 
A modeft flame, that gently (bines and warms : 
Whofe mind, in every light, can charms difplay. 
With wifdom ferious, and witli humour gay j 
Juft as her eyes in each bright pofture warm. 
And fiercely ftrike, or languiftiingly charm : 
Such are your honours — mention'd to your coft, 
Thofe leaft can hear them, who defervc them moft : 
Yet ah I forgive — the lefs inventive Mufe, 
If e'er ihe fmg, a copious theme muft chufe,. 

Written in a Flower Book of my own Colouring, 
defigned for Lady Pumouth. 1753-4. 

" Debitas nymphis opifex coronae." H K» 

"D R I N G, Floara, bring thy treafures here. 

The pride of all tlie blooming year; 
And let me, thence, a garland frame. 
To crown this fair, this pecrlefs dame ! 

But ah ! fince envious winter lours. 
And Hewell meads refign their flowers> 
Let ait and friendfhip joint efTay 
DiSufe their flowerets, in her way. 

Not 
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Not nature can herfclf prepare 
A worthy wreatli for Leiba^s hair. 
Whole temper, like her foreliead, fmooth, 
Whofe thoughts and accents formed to foot! 
Whofe plcafin^ mien, and make refinM, 
Whole artlefs breaft, and poliih'd mind. 
From all the nymphs of plain or grove, 
DefervM and won ray Plymouth's love. 
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5^Tp WAS in a cool Aonian glade, 

^ The wanton Cupid, fpent witli toil. 
Had fought refrcfliment from the (hade i 

And ftretciiM him on the moffy foiL 
A vagrant Mufe drew nigh, and found 

The fubtle traitor faft afleepj 
And is it thine to fnore profound^ 

She faid, yet leave the world to weep ? 
But hulh — from this aufpicious hour. 

The world, I ween, may reft in peaces 
And, robbM of darts, and ftript of power 

Thy peevilh petulance decrcafe. 
Sleep on, poor child ! whilft I withdraw. 

And this thy vile artillery hide- 
When the C^SLlian fount (he faw. 

And plungM his arrows in the tide. 
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That magic fount— ill-judging maid t 

Shall caufe you foon to curfe the day 
Vou dar'd the fhafts of love invade; 

And gave his arms redoubled fway. 
for in a ftream fb wonderous clear. 

When angry Cupid fearches round. 
Will not the radiant points appear ? 

Will not the furtive fpoils be found f 
Too foon they were ^ and every dart. 

Dipt m the Mufe's myftic Ijpring, 
AcqwirM new force to wound the heart; 

And taught at once to love and (ing. 

Then farewel, ye Pierian quire ; 

For who will now your altars throng ? 
From love we learn to fwell the lyre ; 

And echo afics no fwecter fong. 

ODE. Written 1739. 
" Urit fpes animi credala mutui.'* Ho r . 

5^ WAS not by beauty's aid alone, 
"^ That love ufurp'd his airy tlwone, 
His boafted power difplay\l : 
Tis kindnefs that fecures his aim, 
Tis hope that feeds the kindling flame. 

Which beauty firft convey'd. 
*n Clara's eyes, the lightnings view ; 
'^er lips with all the rofe's hue 
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Have all its fwcets combinM j. 
Yet vain the blu(h, and faint tlie fire,^ 
Till lips at once, and eyes confpire. 

To prove the charmer kind-^ 

Though wit might gild the tempting fnare. 
With fofteft accent, fwecteft air. 

By envy's fclf admir'd ; 
If Lefbia's wit betray'd her fconi. 
In vain might eveiy Grace adorn 

What every Mufe inlpir'd. 

Thus airy Strephon tunM his lyre-^ 
He fcornM the pangs of wild defire. 

Which love-fick fwains endure : 
Refolv'd to brave the kceneft dart j 
Since frowns could never wound his heart j 

And fmiles — muft ever cure. 

But ah ! how falfe thefe maxims prove. 
How frail fecurity from love. 

Experience hourly /hows ! 
Love can imagined fmiles fupply^. 
On every charming lip and eye 

Eternal fweets beftows. 
In vain we tnift the fair-one's eyes j» 
In vain the fage explores the Ikies, 

To learn frpm ftars his fate ; 
Till, led by fancy wide aftray. 
He finds no planet mark his way 5. 

Convinced and wife— too late,. 



ODES, SONGS, &c. 115; 

As partial to their words we prove i 
Then boldly join the lifts of love. 

With towering hopes fupply*d : 
See heroes, tanght by doubtful ihrines, 
Miftook their deity's defigns ; 

Then took the field— and dy'd. 

The dying K I D- 

^^ Optima quasque dies miferis mortalibus acvl 
« Prima fugit '*^ Vi nc . 

A Tear bedews my Delia^i eye> 
"^ To think yon playful kid muft die j 
from cryftal fpring, and flowery mead, 
Muft, in his prime of life, recede t 

Erewhile, in fportive circles round 
She faw him wheel, and friflc, and bound 5 
From rock to rock purfue his way. 
And, on the fearful margin, play. 

Pleas'd on his various freaks to dwell, 
She faw him climb my ruftic cell j 
Thence eye my lawns with verdure bright,. 
And feem all raviftiM at the fight. 

She tells, with what; delight h« ftood. 
To trace his features in the flood : 
Then ikip'd aloof with quaint amazA; 
And then drew near ag?.in to gnze. 

I 2 ^\^ 
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She tells me how with eager fpeed 
He flew, to hear my vocal reed $ 
And how with critic face profound. 
And ftedfail ear, devourM the found. 
His ever}' frolic, light as 9br, 
Deferves the gentle Delia's care j 
And tcai*8 bedew her tender eye. 
To think the playful kid muft die.— 
But knows my Delia, timely wife. 
How foon this blamelefs aera flies ? 
While violence and crai^: fucceed ; 
Unfair defign, and ruthlefs deed 1 

Soon would the vine his wounds deplore. 
And yield her purple gifts no more ; 
Ah foon, erased from every gFove 
Were Delia's name, and Strephon*s lote. 
No more thofe bowers might Sti-ephou kt. 
Where firft he fondly gaz'd on thee 5 
No more thofe beds of flowerets find. 
Which for thy charming brows he twinM. 
Each wayward paflion foon would tear 
His bofom, now fo void of care ; 
And, when they left his ebbing vein. 
What, but infipid age, remain ? 
Then mourn not the decrees of fate, 
That gave his life fo fliort a date 5 
And I will join tliy tenderefl: fighs, 
To think that youth fo fwiftly flies ! 

SOI 



O D fi S, SONGS, &c, 117 

SONGS, 

Written chiefly between the Year 1737 nd 1742. 

SONG I. 

T Told my nymph, I told her true, 
* My fields were Imall, my £ocks were few 5 
While faulterin^ accents fpoke my fear. 
That Flavia might not prove fincere, 

Ot' crops deftroyM by vernal cold. 
And vagrant fheep that left my fold ; 
Of thefe die heard, yet bore to hearj 
And is not Flavia then {incere ? 
How chang'^d by fortune^s fitkle wind. 
The friends I lovM became unkind, 
She heai'd, ^nd'ihed a generous tear { 
And is not Flavia then fincere ? 
How, if ihe deign my love to blefs. 
My Flavia muft not hope for drefs j 
Tliis too ike heard, and fntiPd to hear; 
And Flavia (ure rauft be fincti-e. 
Go (hear your flocks, ye jovial fwains. 
Go reap the plenty of your plains j 
Difpoird of all which you revere, 
i know ray Flavians love fincere. 

I3 ^OHQi 
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SONG n. TheLANDSKip. 

HO W pleasM withiln my native bowers 
. Ere while I pafsM the day ! 
Was ever fcene fo deckM with flowers ? 

Were ever flowers fo gay ? 
fiow fweetly fmird the hill, the vale. 

And all the landfkip round ! 
The Tvrdc gliding down the dale ! 
The hill with beeches crown'd ! 
But nowy \^hen urgM by tender woes 

I fpeed to meet my dear. 
That hill ^d flream my z6al oppofe, 
And check my fond career. 

No more, iince Daphne was my theme> 

Their wonted charms I fee : 
That verdant hill, and iilver ftream. 

Divide my love and me. 

SONG in. 

XTE gentle nymphs and generous dames^ 
* That rule o*er every Britiih mind j 
Be fure ye foothe their amorous flames. 

Be fure your laws are not unkind. 
For hard it is to wear their bloom 

In unremitting fighs away : 
To mourn the night's oppreflive gloom, 

^And faintly blefs the rifing day. 
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And cruel 'twere a free-born fwain^ 

A Britiih youth, (hould vainly moan 5 
AVho, fcomful of a tyrant's chdn, 

Submits to yours, and yours alone. 

^OT pointed fpeaf, nor links of fteel. 
Could e^er thoie:galIant minds fubdue. 

Who beauty's wounds with pleafure feel. 
And boaft tlie fetters wrought by you. 

SONG IV. TheSKY-LARk. 

r> O, tuneful bird, that glad'ft the ikies, 
To Daphne's window fpced thy way 5 
And there on quivering pinions rile, 
And there thy vocal art difplay. 

And if fhe deign thy notes to hear. 

And if fhe praife thy matin fong. 
Tell her, die founds that foothe her ear> 

To Damon's native plains belong. 
Tell her, in livelier plumes arcay'd. 

The bird from Indian groves may Ihine-j 
But aflc the lovely partial maid, 

What are his notes compared to thine ? 
Then bid her treat yon witlefs beau 

And all his flaunting race with fcorn j 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 

Wlu) fmgs her praife, and fmgs. forlorn. 

I 4 - - -SO Nx; 
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SONG V. 

'* Ah ! ego non ajiter triilet evincere morbos 
** OptareiUy. qaam te iic quoque velle putem.-''' 

/^ N every tree, in every plain^ 
^^ 1 trace the jovial fpring in vain ! 
A (ickly languor v^ila mine eyes. 
And faft my waning vigour flies. 

Nor flowery plain, nor budding tree, 
That finile on other, fmile on me j 
Mine eyes from death ihall court repofe. 
Nor ihed a tear before they clofe. 

What blifs to me can feafons bring ? 
Or what the needlefs pride of fpring ? 
The cyprefs bough, that fuits the bier. 
Retains its verdure all the yeai;. 

'Tis true, my vine fo frefli and fair 
Might claim a while my wonted care f 
My rural ftore fome pleafure yield 5 
So white a flock,- fo green a field ! 
My friends, that each in kindnefs vie. 
Might welJ expeft one parting figh j 
Might well demand one tender tear ^ 
For when was Damon unfincere ? 
But ere I aik once moi*e to view 
Yon fetting fun his race renew. 
Inform me, fwains ; my friends, declare. 
Will pitying D«Ua Join the prayer ? 
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SONG VI. 

The Attribate of Y s n v s. 

E S ; Fulvia is like Venus fair j 
Has all her bloomy and fhape and air : 
ftill, to pcrfeft every grace, 
ffznts —the iinile upon her face, 
crown majcftlc Juno wore j 
Cynthia's brow the crefcent bore, 
lelmet markM Minerva's mien, 
fmiles diftinguifh'd beauty's queen. 

train was form'd of finiles and loves, 
chariot drawn by gentleft doves ! 

from her zone, the nymph may find, 

beauty's province to be kiiul. 
n fmile, hiy fair ; and all whoie aim 
ires to paint the Cyprian dame, 
)id her breathe in living ftons, 
11 take their forms from you alone. 

SONG VIT. 1744. 

I HE lovely Delia fmiles again } 

That kilkng frown has left her bMw » 
I (he forgive my jealous pain, . 
ind give m^ back my angry vow h 
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Love is an April's doubtful day : 

A while we fee the tempeft lower; 
Anon the radiant heaven lurvey. 

And quite forget the flitting ihower. 
The flowers, that hung their languid head, 

Are bumiflfd by the tranfient rains j 
The vines their wonted tendrils fpread. 

And double verdure gilds tlie plains. 
The fprightly birds, that drooped no lefs 

Beneath the power of rain and wind, 
In every raptur'd note, exprefs 

The joy I feel— -when thou art kind. 

•SONG VIII. 1742. 

WHEN bright Roxana treads the green, 
In all the pride of drefs and mien ; 
Averfe to freedom, love, and play. 
The dazzling rival 6f the day : 
None otlier beauty ftrikes mine eye, 
The lilies droop, tlie rofes die. 
But when, difclaiming art, the fair 
Aflumes a foft engaging air ; 
Mild as the opening mom of May, 
Mamillary friendly, free, and gay ; 
Thf icene improves, where'er (he goes, 
More fweetly fmile the pink and roie- 
O lovely maid ! propitious hear, 
^or deem thy Ihepherd infincere 5 
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l^ity a Wild lllufive flame. 
That varies obje^ls ftill the fame ; 
And let their very changes prove 
The never-varyM force of love. 

5 N G IX. 1743. Valentine's Dat^ 

)^T* I S faid that under diftant fkies, 

*• Nor you tlie faft deny j 
What firft attrafts an Indian's eyes 

Becomes his deity. 
Perhaps a lily, or a rofe. 

That fhares the rooming's ray. 
May to the waking fwain difclofe 

The regent of the day. 
Perhaps a plant in yonder grove, 

Enrich'd with (fragrant power. 
May tempt his vagrant eyes to rove. 

Where blooms the fovereign flower, 

Perch'd on the cedar's topmaft bough. 

And gaywith gilded wings. 
Perchance, the patron of his vow. 

Some artlefs linnet fings. 

The fwain furveys her pleas'd, afraid^ 

Then low to earth he bends ; 
And owns, upon her friendly aid. 

His health, his life, d^nds. 

Vaia 
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Vain futile idols> bird or flower. 

To tempt a rotary'* prayer I— 
How would his humble homage tower. 

Should he behold my fair ! 
Yes— might the pagan's waking eyes, 

O'er Flavia's beauty range. 
He there would fix his lafting choice. 

Nor dare, nor wi(h to change. 



SONG X. 



1743- 



'Tp H E fatal hours are Wonderous near, 
•^ That, from thefe fountains, bear my dfi 
A little fpace is given 5 in vain : 
She robs my fight, and fhuns the plain. 
A little fpace, for me to prove 
My boundlefs flame, my endlefs lovej 
And, like the ti-ain of vulgar ^houi-s. 
Invidious time that fpace devours. 
Near yonder beech is Delia's way, 
On that I gaie the livelong day ; 
No eaftem monarch's dazzling pride 
Shall draw my longing eyes afide. 
The chiqf that knows of fuccours nigh. 
And fees his mangled legions die, 
Cafts not a more impatient glance, 
To fee the loitering aids advance. 
Not more, the fchool-boy that expires 
Far from his native home, requires 
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To fee fome friend^s familiar face. 
Or meet a parent''8 laft embraces- 
She comes— but ah ! what crowds of beaux 
In radiant bands my fair enclofe ! 
Oh ! better hadft tliou fliunM the green. 
Oh, Delia ! better far unfeen. 
iMethinks, by all my tender fears. 
By all my fighs, by all my tears, 
I might from torture now be free — 
Tis more than death to part from thee ! 

SONG XI. 1744. 

p£ R H APS it is not love, faid I, 

That melts my foul when Flavia *8 nigh $ 
Where wit and fenfe like her's agree. 
One may be pleasM, and yet be free. 
The beauties of her poUfli'd piind. 
It needs no lover's eye to find 5 
The hermit freezing in his cell. 
Might wifh the gentle Flavia well. 

It is not love— averfe to bear 
The fervile chain that lovers wear ; 
Let, let mQ all my fears remove. 
My doubts difpel— it is not love — 
Oh ! when did wit fo brightly (bine 
In any form lefs fair than thine ? 
It is— it is love's fubtle fire, 

And under friendihip lurks defire. 

SONG 
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SONG XIL 1744. 

/^ ' E R defert plains^ and rufhy meers^ 
^^ And withex'd heatlis, I rove j 
Where tree, nor fpire^ nor cot appears, 

I pafs to meet my love. 
But though my path were damaik'd o'er 

With beauties e'er fo fine j 
My bufy thoughts would fly befiore 

To fix alone — on thine. 

No fir-crown'd hills could give delight 

No palace pleafe mine eye : 
No pyramid's aerial height. 

Where mouldermg Ynonarchs lie. 

Unmov'd, fhbuld Eaftera kings advance 5: 

Could I the pageant fee : 
Splendour might catch one fcornful glance,^ 

Not fteal one thought from thee. 

SONG Xlir. The Scholar's Rbl 

"D Y the fide of a giove, at the foot of a Y 
^ Where whifper'd the beech, and whe 

mur'd the rill ; 
I vowM to the Mufe« my time and my care. 
Since neither could win me the fmiles of m.] 
Free I rang d like the birds, like the birds fr« 
And Delia's lov*dhame fcarcc cfcapM fromm) 
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But If once a finooth accent delighted my ear, 

I Ihoulci wiih, unawares, that my Delia might hear. 

With faireft ideas my bofom I flor'd, 

Allafive to none but the nymph I adorM ! 

And the more I with ftudy my fancy refin'dy 

The deeper impreffion (he made on my mind» 

So long as of nature the charms I purfue, 

I ftill muft my Delia's dear image renew : . 

The Graces have yielded with Delia to rove. 

And the Mufcs are all in alliance with Love. 

SONG XIV. The Rose-Bud- 

QEE, Daphne, fee, Florelio cry'd, 
^ And learn the fad effects ^f pride 5 
Yon fhelter'd rofe, how fafe concealed ! 
How quickly blafted, wiien reveal'd ! . 
The fun with warm attractive ray» 
Tempts it to wanton in th^ blaze ; 
A gale fucceeds from Eaftern fkies. 
And all its blufhing radiance dies, 
80 you, my fair, of charms divine. 
Will quit the plains, too fond to (hinc 
Where fame's tranfporting rays allure. 
Though here more happy, more fecure. 
The breath of fome neglefted maid 
Shall make you figh you left the fhade : . 
A breath to beauty's bloom unkind, 

As. to the rofe, an Eaftern wind. . 

The 
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The nymph replyM —Yon firft, my fwaln* 
Confine yonr fonncts to the plain j 
One envious tongue alike di farms. 
You, of your wit, me, of my charms. 
What is, unknown, the poet's (kill ? 
Or what, unheard, the tuneful thrill ? 
Wliat, unadrair'd, a charming mien, 
•Or what the rofe's blufh, unfeen ? 



SONG XV. Winter. 1746. 

NO more, ye warbling birds, rejoice : 
Of all that chear'd the plain. 
Echo alone preferves^er voice. 
And file— repeats my pahnri 

Where'er my love-fick lim^s I lay. 

To fhun the rniking wind^ 
Its bufy murmur* feem* to fay, 

« She never wiH be kind !" 

The Naiads, o'er their frozen urns. 

In icy chains repine ; 
And each in fulien iilcnce mourns 

Her freedom loft, like mine ! 
sSoon will the fun's returning rays 

The chearlefs froft controtrl ; 
When will relenting Delia cliafe 

The winter of my foul ? 



so^ 
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ON G ,X\7, "iJk^PHNE's Visit. . 

E birds ! for whom •! rew'd the grore, 
Witli melting lay iahit»>iiiy love : 
Daphne 4pvith your noties detain-; 
have rearM my grove in vaiiu 
owers! before her ¥<wt(fce«p$ rife ^ 
lay at once y^ur brighteft "dyes ; 
: (he your opening icharnis may fee4 • 
rhat were all your charms to me ? 
I Zephyr ! brufli each fragrant flowery 
(hed its odours r6uiid my bower-: 
ever more, O gentle wind, 
1 1, from thee, refrefhment find. 

breams ! if e'er ypur banks I lov'd, 
er your native founds improvM, 
' each foft murmur foothe my fair ! 
oh ! 'twill deepen my defpair. 

thou, my grot 1 whofeJonely bounds 

melancholy pine furrounds, 
' Daphne praife thy peaceful gloom ! 
hou (halt prove her Damon's tomb. 

N G XVII. Written in a Colkaion of 
Bacchanalian Songs. 

DIEU, ye jovial youths, who join 
To plunge old care in floods of wine { 
, as your dazzled eye-balls roll, 
em him flruggling in the bowU 
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Not yet is hope fo wliolly flown. 
Not ytt is thought fo tedioiis grown. 
But limpid ftrcam and ihady tree 
Retain, as ytt, (ome fweets for me. 

And fee through yonder (ilent grove. 
See yonder does my Daphne rove j 
Widi pride her footftept I purfue* 
And hid your frantic )oys adieu* 
The fole confufion I admire. 
Is that my Daphne^s eyes infpire s 
I fcom the madnefs you approve» 
And value reafon next to love • 

SONG xvin. 

WJT HEN bright Ophelia treads the green, 
^ ^ In all the pride of drefs and mien j 
Averfe to freedom, mirth, and play, 
The lofty rival of the day 5 
Methinks to my enchanted eye, 
The lilies droop, the rofes die. 

But when, difdaining art, the fair 
AlTumes a foft, engaging air : 
Mild as the opening mom of May, 
And as the feadier'd* warblers gay : 
The fcene improves where'er (he goes. 
More fweetly fmiles the pink and rofe. 
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O lovely maid 1 propitious hear» 
^or think thy Damon infincere. 
Pity my wild delufive flame s 
Por though the flowers-are flill the fiune. 
To me they languidly or improvey 
And plainly tell me thi^ I love. 

SONG XIX. Imitated from the French. 

rESy thefe are the icenes wherewith Iris I ftray*d 
*" But ihort was her fway for fo lovely a maid ! 
II the bloom of her youth to a cloyfter ihe run i 
a the bloom of her graces too fair for a nun 1 
U-groundedy no doubt, a devotion muft prove 
lo fatal to beauty, fo killing to love ! 

f es, thefe are the meadows, the ihrubs, and the plains ; 
3nce the fcene of my pleafures, the fcene of my pfins i 
Sow many foft moments I (^nt in this grove! 
How fair was my nymph ! and how fervent my love ! 
Be ftill though, my heart ! thine emotion give o'er ; 
(lemember, the feafon of love is no more. 

With her how I ftrayM amid fountains and bowers. 
Or loiter d behind and collected the flowers I 
Then breathlefs with ardor my fair-one purfued, 
And to think with what kindnefs my garland Ihe viewM t 
But be ftill, my fond heart ! this emotion give o'er ! 
Fain would^ft thou fqrget thou muft love her no more. 

K a A P A- 
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A PARODY. 

IIT^HEN firft. Philander, firfti came 
^ ^ Where Avon rolls his winding ftream, 
The nymphs— low bri/k ! the fwains—howgay! 
To fee Afteria, Queen of May '— 
The parfons round, lier praifes fung ! 
The fteeples, with her praifes rung ! — 
. I thought— no fight, that c>r was feen, 
Could match the fight of Barers-green ! — 

But now, fince old Eugenio dy'd— 
The chief of poets, and the pride- 
Now, meaner bards in vain alpire 
To raife their voice, to tune their lyre ! 
Their lovely feafon, now, is o'er ! 
Thy notes, Florelio, pleafe no more ! 
No more Afteria^s fmiles arc feen ! — 
Adieu !— the fweets of Barel's-green I 

The halcyon. 

T T r H Y o'er the verdant banks of Ooze 
^ ^ Does yonder halcyon fpeed fo faft ? 
'Tis all becaufe (he would not lofe 
Her favourite calm that will not laft. ' 

The fun with azure paints the ikies, 
The ftream reflefts each flowery fpray : 

And frugal of her time fiie flies 
To take her fill of Igve and play. 
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en rugged Boreas blows, 
fome rocky cell reinlun ; 
pleaf\ire> well (he knows , 
ily then enhance the pain. ^ . . ^ 

e criesy thou hated fhower^ 
ly limpid waves to-^ay, 
:liofe a fairer hour 
ny fill of love and play, 
y Silvia, fure will own 
ire fcafons fwiftly roll : 
our youth or health is Howni 
of love but ihocks the foul. 

on but deferve thy charms, 
art Damon^s only theme $ 
quick to Delia^s arms, 
:r halcyon ikims the fbeam. 

O D E. 

ny Lucio is to me, 

our minds and tempers blend ; 

IS may for ever flee, 

:r divide me frcrni my friend j 

favourM boy forbear 

^ith love my only fair. 

3om when every Mufe, 
ery Grace benignant fmil'd, 
parent's breaft could chufe 
her lov'd, her only child : 

K 3 "t>* 
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*Ti8 thine, fp richly gracM to prove 
More noble carets than care9 of love. 

Together we from early youth 

Have tiod the flowery tracks of time. 

Together musM in fearch of truth, 
0*er learned ^ge, or bard fublime ; 

And well thy cultured breaft I know. 

What wonderout treafure it can ihow. 

Come then, reftime thy charming lyre. 
And iing fome patriot^s worth fublime, 

Whilft I in fields of foft defiiv 
Confume my fair and froitlefs prime ; 

Whofe reed aipires but todi^lay 

The flame that bums me night and day. 

O come I the dryads of the woods 
Shall daily foothe thy fludious mind, 

The blue-ey'd nymphs of yonder floods 
Shall meet a^d court thee to be kind ^ 

And Fame fits liftening for thy lays 

To fwdl her trump with Lucio*s praife. 

Like me, the plover fondly tries 
To lure the fportiinen from her neft, 

And fluttering on with anxious cries, 
Too plainly fliews her tortur'd breaft : 

O let him, confcious of her care. 
Pity her pains, and learn to fpare. 



A.P^ 
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A PASTORAL OOC,' 

Jie Honourable Sir Richard Ltttbltcn. 

t H E mom di^»eiis*d a dubious light, 
• A fuUen mift had ftorn from fight 
Bacli|4eafiiig Tale and hill ; 
hen Damon kh his hmnble bowert, 
> guard his flocks^ to fence his flowers. 
Or check hb wanderin|r rill. 

lough ichoord fiom forCune's paths to %, 
lie fwsdn beneath each lowering (ky. 
Would oft his fate bemoan $ 
hat he in fylvan fhades^iorloni I ' ~ 

[uft wafte his chearlefs ev*n and mom, 
Nor pndsM nor lov^d, noHknown. 

friend to fame*s obftreperous noiie, ; 
ct to the whifpcrs of her voice. 

Soft murmuring,* not a foe t 
lie pleafures he through choice declined, 
^hen gloomy fogs deprefsM his mind, 

It grierM liim to forego. 

rriev'd him to lurk the lakes beiide, 
Vhere coots in ruihy dingles hide. 

And moorcocks fliun the day j 
Vliile caitiff bitterns, undifmay*d, - - 

lemark the fwain^s familiar fhade, 

And fcora to quit their prey^ 

K4 ' But 
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But fee, the radiant fun once more 
The fanghtening face of heaven reftore. 

And raife the doubtful dawn j 
And, mere to gild his rural fphere*. 
At once the brighteft train appear, , 

Thafever trod the lawn. ' . . 

Amazement chillM ifit ^epherd^s ffame, •! ,. 
To think * Bridgewatei^'s iioxumr^^ nwam ^ 

Should grace his rufticxeU|. . 
That (he, on all whofe, motions wait , 
Diftinflion, titles, rank, and ftate, 

ShbuM rofe whei^ iDKef herds dwell. 

But tnie it is, the genei-ous mind. 
By candour fway'd,^,})y t^ refinM, 

Will nought but.vi^erdifdain ;, 
Nor will the breaft. where f^ncy glows. 
Deem every flower a weed, that blows 

Amid the c^ftirt pfain . 

Befeems it fuch, .wjt}i. honour crownM,. 
To deal i^ lucid beams around. 

Nor equal meed receive : 
At mod fuch garlands from the fields 
As cowflips, pinks, and panfies yield. 

And rural hands can weave. 

Yet ftrive, ye (hepherds, ftrive to find. 
And weave the faireil of. the kind. 



» The Duchefs, mariied to Sir R. Lyttel 
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The prine d all the fpring 5 
If haply thus yon lovely fair 
May round their temples deign to wear 

The trivial wreathi you bring. 

how the peaceful halcyons play'd. 
Where'er the conTcious lake betray 'd 

Athenia's placid mien f 
How did ihc ^irig^tlier linnets throng. 
Where Paphia*s charms requir'd the fong, 

'Mid hazel copfes green ; 

Lo, Dartmoutli on thofe banks reclin'd^ 
While bufy fancy calls to mind 

The glories of his line ; 
Methinks my cottage rears its head, 
Tlie niin'd walls of yonder fhed^ 

As through enchantment, fhine. 

But who the nymph that guides their way I 
Could ever nymph defcend to dray 

From Hagley's fam'd retreat ? 
£lie, by the blooming features fair. 
The faultlefs make, the matchlefs air^ 

Twcrc Cynthia's form compleat. 

So would Tome tuberofe delight. 

That ftruck the pilgrim's wondering fight 

*Mid lonely defarts drear; 
All as at eve, the fovercign flower 
Difpenfes round its balmy power, 

And crowns the fragrant year. 

Ah| 
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Ah, now no more, the ihepherd cry'd» 
Muft I ambition's charms deride^ 

Her fubtle force difown j 
No more of fav^ns or fairies dreamy 
While fancy^ near each cryftal ftream. 

Shall paint thefe forms alone. 

By low-brow'd rock, or pathleis tnead, 
I deem'd that fplendour ne'er ibou£i lead 
. My dazzled eyes aftray j 
But who alas ! will dare contend^ 
If beauty add, or merit blend 
Its more ilhiftrions ray ? 

Nor is it long— O plaintive fwain ! 
Since Guernfey few without difdain^ 

Where^ hid in woodlands green. 
The * partner of his early days. 
And once the rival of his praife. 

Had ftoPn through life unfeen. 

Scarce faded is the vernal flower^ 
Since Stamford left his honoured bower 

To fmile familiar here : 
O form'd by nature to diiclofe 
How fair that courtefy which flows 

From focial warmth ilncere. 

Nor yet have many moons decay'd. 
Since Pollio fought thi^ lonely ihadci 
Admir'd tlus rural maze i 

• They were £c\voo\-id\wi%. 
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he nobleft breaft that virtue fires, 
be Graces love, the Mufe infpsres, 
Might pant for Pollio^s praife. 

y Thomfon here was known to reft, 
)r him yon vernal feat I dref^. 
Ah, never to return ! 
I jdace of wit, and melting drains, 
nd focial mirth, it now remains 
To weep beilde his urn. 

ome th^, my Lxlius, come once mort, 
.nd fringe the melancholy fliore 

With rofes and with bays, 
^Hiile I each wayward fate accuie^ 
liat envyM his impartial Muie 

To fing your early praife. 

Vhile Philo, to whofe favourM fight, 
Antiquity, with full delight. 

Her inmoft wealth diiplays ; 
beneath yon ruins moulderM wall 
)hall mufe, and with his friend jvcal ! 

The pomp of ancient days. 

Here too fliall Conway's name appear. 
He praisM the ftream fo lovely clear, 

That fiione the reeds among^ 
Yet cleamefs could it not difclofe. 
To match the rhetoric that ftows • 

From Conway's polifii'd tongue. 

Ev'n 
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Ev*n Pitt, whofe fervent periods rol 
Refiftlefs ! through the kindling i'ou 

Of fenatesy councils, kings ! 
Though formed for courts, vouchfa 
Inglorious, through the Ihcphcrd's \ 

And ope his bafliful fprings. 
But what can courts difcover more. 
Then thefe rude haunts have feen bi 

Each fount and (hady tree } 
Have not thefe trees and fountains f< 
The pride of coarts^ the winning n 

Of peerlefs Aylefbury ? 
And Grenville, fhe whofe radiant e 
Have marked by (low gradation rife 

The princely piles of Stow \ 
Yet praisM thefe unembelU(h*d woo 
And fmird to fee the babbling fioo^ 

Through felf-worn mazes flow. 

Say Dartmouth, who your banks a 
Again beneath your caves retired. 

Shall grace the pen£ve fliade $ 
With all the bloom, witli all the tr 
With all the fprightlinefs of youth 

By cool refle6Uon fway'd ? 
Brave, yet humane, (hall Smith a] 
Ye failors, though his name be dea 

Think him not yours alone : 
Grant him in other fpheres to chan 
The (hepherds* breafts though mild 

Ajid ours are all bi« ovra* 
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) Lyttelton ! my honoured gueft, 

!ould I defcribe tljy generous breaft, , 

Thy firm, yet poiifhM mind ; 
low public love adorns thy name, 
!ow fortune too con (pi res with fame j 

The fong ihould pleafe mankind. 

^ R S E S written towards the Clofe of the 
ear 1748, to William Lyttelton, Efq; 

J" O W blitliely pafs'd the fummer's day ! 

"■• How bright was every flower ! 
^hile friends arriv'd, in circles gay. 
To vifit Damon's bower ! 
ut now, with filent ftep, I range 

Along fome lonely (hore ; 
ind Damon's bower, alas the change ! 

Is gay with friends no more. 
Lway to crowds and cities borne 

In queft of joy they fteer ; 
Vhillt I, alas ! am left forlorn, 

To weep the paiting year • 
) penfive Autumn ! how I grieve 

Thy forrowing face to fee I 
V^hen languid funs are taking leave 

Of every drooping tree. 
Lh let me not, with heavy eye. 

This dying fcene furvey ! 
[afte. Winter, hafte 5 ufurp the (ky 5 

Compleat my bower's decay. 

4 \\\ 
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Ill can I bear the motley caft 

Yon ilckening leaves retain | 
That fpeak at once of pleafure paft» 

And bode approaching pain. 

At home unbleft, I gaie around. 

My diftant (cenes require $ 
Where all in murky vapours drowiiM 

Are hamlet, hill, and fpire. 
Though Thomfbn, fweet defcriptive bard 4 

Infpiring Autumn fung ; 
Yet how fhould we the months regard. 

That ftoppM his flowing tongue ? 
Ah lucklefs months, of all the reft. 

To whofe hard (haiv it fell ! 
For Aire he was the gentleft bread 

That ever fung fo well. 
And fee, the fwallows now difown 

The roofs they lov'd before j 
Each, like his tuneful genius, flown 

To glad fome happier fliore. 
The wood-nymph eyes, with pale af&ight, 

The fportflnan^s frantic deed 5 
While hounds and horns and yells unite 

To drown. the Mufe's reed. 

Ye fields with blighted herbage brown. 

Ye Ikies no longer blue ! 
Too much we feel from fortune's frown, 

To bear thefe ^owns from you* 

3 
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re it the mead^s unfullied green? 

ae zephyr's balmy gale ? 

where fweet friendfliip^s cordial mien^ 

liat brightenM every vale ? 

It though the vine difclofe her dyes^ 

ad boaft her purple ftore ; 

all the vineyard's rich fupplies 

in ibothe our fbrrows more. 

he is gone, whofe moral ftrain 
ould wit and mirth refine ; 

he is gone, whofe focial vein 
irpafs'd the power of wine. 
by die ftreams he deigriM to praife^ 
I yon fequefterM grove, 
him a votive urn I raife ; 

himy and friendly love. 

there, my friend ! forlorn and fkd* 
grave your Thomfon's name 5 

1 there, his lyre j which fate forbad 
^o found your growing fame. 

!re (hall my plaintive ibng recount 
>ark themes of hopelefs woe $ 
d fafter than the dropping fount, 
'11 teach mine eyes to flow. 

nt leaves, in fpite of Autumn green, 
hall (hade the hallowM ground i 
d Spring will there again be feen, 
To call forth flowers around. 

But 
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But no kind funs will bid me iharc,. 

Once more, his focial hour^ 
Ah Sp^ngJ thou never canft repair 

This lols, to Damon^s bower. 



LOVE ANB M US I C 
Written at Oxford, when young. 

Q H A L L Love alone for ever claim 
*^ An univerfal right to fame. 

An undifpiited fway ? 
Or has not.Mufic equal charms,' 
"To fill the breaft with ftrange aliurms. 

And make the world obey ? 

The Thracian Bard, as Poets tell. 

Could mitigate the Powers of bell j 

Ev'n Pluto's nicer ear : 
His arts, no more than Love's, we find 
To deities or men confin'd. 

Drew brutes in crouds to hear. 
Whatever favourite pafiion reign'd. 
The Poet ftill his right maintained 
' O'er all that rang'd the plain : 
The fiercer tyrants could aflwage, 
Or fire the timorous into rage. 

Whene'er he chang'd the ftrain. 
In milder lays the Bard began 5 
Soft notes through every finger ran^ 
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And echoing charmM the place i 
$ee! fawniug lions gaze around. 
And, taught to quit their favage found* 

AfTume a gentler grace. 

When Cymon viewM the fair-one^s charms, 
Her niby.lips,. and fnowy arms. 

And told her beauties o'er s 
When love reformed his awkward tone^ 
And made each clownifh gefture khown« 

It (hcwM but equal power. 

The Bard now tries a fprightlier found. 
When all the feathef'd race around 

Perceive the varied ftrains 5 
The foaring lark the note purfues j 
The timorous dove around him cooes^ 

And Philomel complains. 

An equal powtr of Love I Ve feen 
Incite the deer to fcour the green. 

And chace his barking foe. 
Sometimes has Love, vtrith greater might, 
To challenge— nay—fometimes— to fight 

Provok'd th' enamoured beau. 
When Silvia treads the fmiling plain. 
How glows the heart of every fwain. 

By pleafmg tumults toft ! 
IVhen Handel's folemn accents roll, 
lach breaft is fir'd, each raptur'd foul 

In fvveet confufion loft, 
f (he her melting glances dart, 
)r he his dying airs impart. 
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Our fpirits fink away. 
Enough, enough f dear nymph, give o^er ; 
And thouy great artift ! urge no more 

Thy unreilfted fway. 
Thus lore or Ibund afleSs the mind : 
But when their various powers are joinM, 

Fly, daring mortal, fly ! 
For when Selinda^s charms appear. 
And I her tuneful accents hear— 

I bum, I faint, I die ! 

COMPARISON. 

J'T* I S by compirifon we know 

'*' On every obje& to beftow 

Its proper (hare of praife : 
Did each a like perfedion bear. 
What beaut)-, though divinely fair. 

Could admiration raife ? 
Aniidft the lucid bands of night. 
See ! Hefperus, ferenely bright. 

Adorns the diftant Ikies : 
But langui/hes amidft the blaze 
Of fprightly Sol's meridian rays,— 

Or Silvia's brighter eyes. 
Whene'er the nightingale complains, 
I like the melancholy ftrains. 

And praife the tuneful bird : 
But vainly might flie ftrain her throat, 
Vainly exalt each fweilingnolife. 

Should Silvia's vo\c|tVjfc\ifc^^. 
4 
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Thai, on the violet's purple bed, 
ipine I reft my weary head. 
The fragrant pillow charms : 
et foon fuch languid blifs I 'd fly, 
'ould Silvia but the lofs fupply. 
And take me to her ai-ras. 

be alabafter^s wonderous white, 

he marble^s pclifh firikes my iight. 

When Silvia is not ken : 

It all ! how fr.iut that white is grown, 

)w rougli appeal's the polifh*d ftone, 

ComparM with Silvia's mien I 

he rofe, that o'er the Cyprian plains, 

ith flowers enamerd, blooming reigns^ 

With undifputed power, 

ac'd near her cheek's celeftial red, 

ts purple loft, its luftre fled,) 

Delights the fenfe no more. 

ODE TO CYNTHIA, 
On the approach of Spring. 

J O V/ in the cowflip's dewy cell 
^ The fairies make their bed, 
liey hover round the cryftal well. 
The turf in circles tread. 
le lovely linnet now her fong 
Tunes fweeteft in the wood ; 
le twittering fwallow Ikims along 
The azure liquid flood, 

L % tVfc 
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The morning breeze wafts Flora's klCt 

In fragrance ta the fenfe ; 
The happy fliepherd feels tlie blifs. 

And (he takes no offence. 
But not the linnet's fweeteft fong 

That ever fill'd the wood 5 
Or twittering fwallow that alorjg 

The azure liquid flood 

Skims fwiftly, harbinger of fpring. 

Or morning's fweeteft breath. 
Or Flora's kifs, to me can bring 

A remedy for death. 
For death— what do I fay ? Yes, death 

Muft furely end my days. 
If cruel Cynthia (lights my faith. 

And will not hear my lays. 

No more with feftive gar kinds bound, 

I at the wake (hall be j 
No more my feet (hall prefs the ground 

In dance with wonted glee; 

No more my little flock I '11 keep. 

To fome dark cave I '11 fly j 
I 've nothing now to do but weep. 

To mourn my fate, and figh. 
Ah ! Cynthia, thy Damon's cries 

Are heard at dead of night j 
But they, alas ! are doom'd to rife 

Like fmoke upon the fight. 
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They rife in vain, ah me ! in vain 

Are fcatterM in the wind 5 
Cpthia does not know the pain 

That rankles in my mind. 
If fleep perhaps my eye-lids clofe> 

'Tis but to dream of you j 
A while I ceafe to feel my woes^ 

Nay, think I *m happy too. 

1 think I prefs with kiffes pure. 

Your lovely rofy lips j 
And you 're my bride, I think I 'm fure, 

nil gold the mountain tips. 
"When wak'd, aghaft I look around. 

And find my charmer flown ; 
Then bleeds afrefli my galling wound, 

While I am left alone. 
Take pity then* O gentleft maid I 

On thy poor Damon's heart : 
Kemember what I 've often faid, 

'Tis you can cure my fmart. 

JEMMY DAWSON. A Ballad ; 

M^ritten about the Time of his Execution, ia 

the Year 1745. 

/^ O ME liften to my mournful tale, 
^ Yc tender hearts and lovers dear j 
Nor will you fcom to heave a figh. 
Nor need you blufh to ihed a tear. 

L 3 Axid 



150 SHENSTONE*S PaEMS. 

And thou 9 dear Kitty, peerlefs maid. 

Do thou a penfive ear incline ; 
For thou canft weep at every woe ; 

And pity every plaint—- but mine. 

Young Dawfon was a gallant boy, 

A brighter never trod the plain j 
And well he lovM one charming maid. 

And dearly was he lovM again. 
One tender maid, ihe lovM him dear,. 

Of gentle blood the damfel came j 
And faultlefs was her beauteous form. 

And fpotlefs was her virgin fame. 

But curfe on party's hateful ftrifc. 

That led the favour^ youth aftray j. 
The day the rebel clans appear'd, 

O had he never feen tliat day ! 
Their colours and their faih he wore. 

And in the fatal drefs was found ; 
And now he muft that death endure, 

Which gives the brave the keeneft wound ► 
How pale was then his true-love's cheek, 

When Jemmy's fentence reach'd her ear ! 
For never yet did Alpine fnowt 

So pale, or yet fo chill appear^ 
With faultering voice, flie weeping fajd. 

Oh Dawfon, monarch of my heart ; 
Think not thy death ihall end our loves. 

For thou and I will never part. 



'\ 
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Yet might fweet mercy find a place, 

And bring relief to Jemmy's woes ) 
George, without a prayer for thee. 

My orizons ihould never clofe. 
The gracious prince that gave him life. 

Would crown a never-dying flame j 
And every tender babe I bore 

Should learn to lifp the giver^s name. 

But though he ihould be draggM in fcorn 

To yonder' ignominious tree } 
He (hall not want one conftant friend 

To (hare the cruel fates' decree. 

then her mourning-coach was callM, 

The fledge mov*d flowly on before j 
Though borne in a triumphal car. 

She had not lov'd her favourite more. 
She followM him, prepared to view 

The terrible behefts of law ; 
And the laft fcene of Jemmy's woes. 

With calm and ftedfaft eye ihe iaw. 

Diftorted was that blooming face. 

Which ihe had fondly lov'd fo long j 
And flifled was that tuneful breath, 

Which in her praifc had fweetly fung. 

And fever'd was that beauteous neck. 
Round which her arms had fondly clos'd $ 

And mangled was that beauteous breafi:. 
On which her love-fick head rcposM » 

L 4 And 
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And ravifliM was that conftant heart. 

She did to every heart prefer i 
For though it could its King forget,. 

'TSjeas true and loyal ftill to her. 
Amid thofe unrelenting flames. 

She bore this conftant heart to fee j 
But when 'twas moulder' d into duft,. 

Yet, yet, ihe cry'd> I follow thec- 
My death, my death alone can (hew 

The pure, the lafting love I borej 
Accept, O heaven I of woes like ours,. 

And let us, let us weep no more. 

The difmal fcene was o'er and paft. 
The lover'a mournful hearfe retir'd j 

The maid drew back her languid, head. 
And, iighing forth his name, expired. 

Though juftice ever muft prevail. 

The tear my Kitty iheds, is due j. 
For feldom ihall ihe hear a tale 

So fad, fo tender^ yet fo true.. 

A PaftQral B A L L A D, in Four Farts* 1743^ 

•' Arbufta humilefque myricae.." Vi««» 

I. ABSENCE. 

XT' E /hepherds fo chearful and gay, 
* Whofe flocks never carelefsly roam $ 
Should Corydon's happen to ib*ay. 
Oh ! call the poor waivdtrti% Viome. 
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Allow me to mufe and to figh. 

Nor talk of the change that ye find f 
None once was fo watchful as I ; 

I have left my dear Phillis foehmdr 

Now I know what it is, to have fti-ove 

With the torture of doubt and defire j 
What it is to admire and to love. 

And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah, lead forth my flock in the morn. 

And the damps, of each evening repel f 
Alas ! I am faint and forlorn : 

—I have bade my dear Phillis farewell. 

Since Phillis vouchfafd me a look, 

I never once dreamt of my vine : 
May I lofe both my pipe and my crook„ 

If I knew of a kid that was mme. 
1 priz'd every hour that went by, 

Beyond all that had pleased me before; 
But now they are paft, and I figh j 

And I grieve that I prized them> no more* 

But why do I languifh in vain ; 

Why wander thus penfively here ? 
3h! why did I come from the plain. 

Where I fed on the fmiles of my deai* f 
They tell me, my favourite maid. 

The pride of that valley, is flown ; 
Jas ! where with her I have fti*ay'd, 

I could wander with pleafure, alone. 

Wkea 
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When forcM the fair nymph to forego. 

What anguiih I felt at my heart! 
Yet I tliought — but it might not be fo— 

^Twas with pain that ihe faw me depart* 
She gaz'd, as Iflowly withdrew; 

My path I could hardly difcem j 
So fweetly fhe bade me adieu, 

I thought that ihe bade me return. 

The Pilgrim that journeys all day 

To vifit feme far-diftant ftirine. 
If he bear but a rclique away, 

Is happy, nor heai-d to repine. 
Thus widely removed from the fair. 

Where my vows, my devotion, I owe, 
Soft hope is the relique I bear. 

And my folace wherever I go. 

n^ HOPE. 

y^Jf Y banks they are fumifiiM with bees, 
-IvA Whofe murmur invites one to deep j 
My grottos are (haded witli trees. 

And my hills are white over with fheep. 
I feldom have met with a lofs. 

Such health do my fountains beftow $ 
My fountains all borderM with mofs, 
■ r ^^ere the hare-bells and violets grow. 
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t a pine in my grove is there fkttif 
3ut with tcDfiriU of woodbine i» bound : 
t a beech's nK>re beautiful green, 
kt a fweet-briar entwines it around. 
t my fields, in the prime of tlie year,, 
tlore charms than my cattle unfold ; 
! a brook that is limpid and clear, 
iut it glitters withfifhcs of gold. 

i would think fhe might like to retire 
To the bower I have laboured to r«ar y 
: a (hrub that I heard her admire, 
(ut I hafled and planted it there, 
low fudden the jeffamine ftrove 
Vith the lilac to render it gay ! 
eady it calls for my love, 
To pi*unc the wild branches away. 

m tlie plains, from the woodlands and grovesj^ 

Vhat drains of wild melody Aow ! 

V the nightingales warble thsir love« 

rem thickens of rofes U%a< bUw 1 

J when her bright form fhall appear, 

ach bird fhall harmonioofly join 

I concert fo foft and fo clear>. 

uS— fhe may not be fond to refign. 

ve found out a gift ior my fair } 

have found where- the wo€»d-pigeMis bree4t 

let me tliat plunder forbear, 

le will fay 'twas a barbarous- d«ad; 

For 
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For he ne'er could be true, flie aver'd. 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young: 

And I lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such tendemefs fall from her tongue. 

I have heard her with fweetnefs unfold 

How tliat pity was due to— a dove : 
That it ever attended the bold j 

And (he callM it the fifter of love. 
But her words fuch a pleafure convey. 

So much I her accents adore, 
Let her fpeak, and whatever ihe fay, 

Methinks I ihould love her the more. 

Can a bofom fo gentle remain 

Unmov'd, when her Corydon fighs ! 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 

Thefe plains and this valley defpife ? 
Pear regions of filence and Ihade I 

Soft fcenes of contentment and eafe ! 
Where I could have pleafmgly ftray'd. 

If aught, in her abfence, could pleafe* 

But where does my Phyllida ftray ? 

And where are her grots and her bowers ? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay. 

And the fhepherds as gentle as ours f 
The groves may perhaps be as fair. 

And the face of the valleys as fine $ 
The fwains may in manners compare. 

But their love is not equal to mine* 

III. 
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III. SOLICITUDE. 

XlT KY will you my paflion reprove ? 

'^ Why term it a folly to grieve ? 
Ire I (hew you the charms of my love. 

She is fairer than you can believe. 
"With her mien Ihe enamours the bravc^ 

With her wit (he engages the free j 
With her modcfty pleafes the grave; 

She is every way pleafmg to me. 

you that have been of her train. 
Come and join in my amorous lays ; 

1 could lay down my life for the fwain. 
That will (ing but a fong in her praife. 

When he fmgs, may the nymphs of the town 
Come trooping, and liften the while j 

Nay on him let not Phyllida frown ; 
—But I cannot allow her to fmile. 

For when Paridel tries in the dance 

Any favour with Phyllis to find, 
how, with one trivial glance. 

Might (he ruin the peace of my mind 1 
tn ringlets he drelTes his hair. 

And his crook is befludded around i 
Knd his pipe— oh my Phillis beware 

Of a magic there is in the found. 
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"•Tj8 his with mock paflion to glow ; 

*Ti8 hit in fmooth tales to unfold, 
'** How her face is as bright as the fnow. 

And herbofom, be furo, is as cold. 
How the nightingales labour the fbrain. 

With the notes of his charmer to vie j 
JIow they vary their accents in vain. 

Repine at her triumphs, and die." 

To the gr<«rc or the garden he ftrays. 

And pillages every fweet 5 
Then, fuiting the wreath to his lays 

He tlirows it at Phyllis'* feet. 
•"** O Phyllis, he whifpers, more fair. 

More fweet than the Jeffamine's flowerl 
What are pinks in a mom, to compare 7 

What is eglantine, after a ihower ? 

Then the lily no longer is white 5 

Then the rofe is deprived of its bloom ; 
Then the violets die with defpight. 

And the wood -bines give up their perfume." 
Thus glide the foft numbers along, 

And he fancies no iiepherd his peerj 
»»Yet I never ihould envy the long, 

Were not Phyllis to lend it an ear. 

Let his crook be with hyacinths bound. 

So Phyllis the trophy defpife : 
Let his forehead with laurels be cfowii'^d. 

So tliey fliine not in Phyllis's eyes. 
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The language that flows from the heart 

Is a ftranger to Pariders tongue ; 
-Yet may (he beware of his art. 

Or fure I nauft envy the fong, 

IV. DISAPPOINTMENT. 

\r E fhepherds, give «ar to my lay, 
* And take no more heed of my flieep t 
They have nothing to do but to ftray j 

I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Yet do not ray folly reprove ; 

She was fair— and my pafllon begun $ 
She fmii'd— and I could not but love j 

She is faithlefs— and I am undone. 

Perhaps I was void of all thought : 

Perhaps it was plain to forefee. 
That a nymph fo compleat would be fought 

By a fwain more engaging than me. 
Ah ! love every hope can infpire ; 

It baniihes wifdom the while ; 
And the lip of the nymph we admire 

Seems for ever adornM with a ihule. 

She is faithlefs, and I am undone ; 

Ye that witnefs the woes I endure ; 
*^t reafon inftruft you to fliun 

What it cannot inftruft you to cure. 

Beware 

■ M 
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Beware how you loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree : 

It is not for me to explain 

How fair, and how fickle, they be. 

Alas ! from the day that we met. 

What hope of an end to my woes J 
WTien I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my repofe, 
Yet time may diminifli the pain : 

The fbwer, and the Ihnib, and the tree, 
Which I rear'd for herj)leafure in vain. 

In time may have comfort for me. 

The fweets of a dew-fprinkled rofe. 

The found of a murmuring ftream. 
The peace which from folitude flows. 

Henceforth fhall be Corydon's theme. 
High tranfports are fliewn to the fight. 

But we are not to And them our own | 
Fate never beftow'd fuch delight. 

As I with my Phyllis had known* 

ye woods, fpread your branches apace 5 
To your deepeft receffes I fly ; 

1 would hide with the beafts of the chace ; 
I would vanifli from every eye. 

Yet my reed fliall refound tlurough the grove 
With the fame fad complaint it begun i 

How flie fmil'd, and I could not but lovej^ 
. Was falthlefs, and I am undone! 



i 
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E C E S OF H U M O U R. 

F L I R T and P H I L ; 
A Decifion for the Ladies. 

Wit, by learning well refin'd, 

A beau, but of the rural kind, 
> Sylvia made pretences 5 
ley both profefs'd au equal love ; 
t hop'd, by different means to move 
Her judgment, or her fenfes. 

lung fprightly Flirty of blooming mien, 
atch'd the beft minutes to be feen 5 
iVent— v\rhen his glafs advisM him : 
hilc meagre Phil of books enquir'dj 
wight, for wit and parts admir'd 5 
A.nd witty ladies priz'd him, 

via had wit, had fpirits too ; 

) hear the one, the other view, 

Sufpended held the fcales : 

:r wit, her youth too, claimM its fhai*e, 

t none the preference declare, 

But turn up-*heads or tails. 
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Stakzas to the Memory of. an agreeable La» 
buried in Marriage to a Perfon undeferving her 

5/-p WAS rflways held, and ever will, 

--■' By fage mankind, difcceetjer, 
T' anticipate a lefler ill. 

Than undergo a greater. 
When mortals dread difeafes, paii?, 

Andlanguiihing conditions $ 
Who don't the leffer ills fuftain 

Of phyfic and— "phyficians ? 

Rather than lofe his whole eftatp, 

He that but little, wife is, 
Full gladly pays four parts in eight 

To taxes and excifes. 

Our merchants Spain lias near imdooe 

For loft fhips not I'equiting : 
This bears our noble king, to fliun 

The lofs of bJood — in fighting! 
With numerous ills, in fmgle life. 

The bachelor's attended : 
. Such to avoid, he takes a wife— 

And much the cafe is. mended! 

. Poor Gratia in her twentieth yea^. 
Fore-feeing future woe, 
Chofc to attend a monkey here, 
I^efdre an ape below. 
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COLEMIRA. 

A Culinary Eclogue. 
ec tantum Veneris, quantum ftudiofa culinae/* 

jHT'S fable clouds had half the globe o'erfpread, 
And illence reign'd, and folks were gone to bed : 
love, which gentle deep can ne'er infpire, 
rated Damon by the kitchen fire, 

Hve he lay, extended on the ground j 
tttle lares kept their vigils round $ 
awning cats compaifionate his cafe, 
3urr around, and gently lick his face : 

all his plaints the fleeping curs reply, 
nrith hoarfe fnorings imitate a figh. 
gloomy fcenes with lovers' minds agree, 
folitude to them is beft fociety. 

aid I (he cry'd) exprefs, how bright a grace 
ns thy morning hands, and well- wa/h*d facej 
I wouldft, Colemira, grant what I implore, 
yield me love, or wafh thy face no more* 
i ! who can fee, and Ibeing not admire, 
ne'er (he fets the pot upon the fire I 
lands out-(hine the fire, and redder things g 
;yes are blacker than the pots (he brings. 
It fure no chalnbcr-damfel can compare, 
^n in meridian lufbe (hines my fair, 

M ^ When 
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When waintt'd with dinner's toil, in pearly rill«^ 
Adown her goodly cheek the fweat diftills. 

Oh ! how I long, how ardently defire. 
To riew thofe rofy fingers ftrike the lyre ! 
For late, when bee9 to change their clipies begai^ 
"How did I fee them thrum the frying-pan ! 

With herl I ihould not envy George his queen^ 
Though flie in royal grandeur deck*d be feen s 
Whilft rags, juft fever'd from my fair-one's gowiif 
In ruffet pomp and greafy pridie hang down* 

Ah ! now it does my droopi^ heart rejoice^ 
When in the hall I hear thy mcilow voice ! 
How would that voice exceed the village bell j 
Would that but fing, " I like thee pafling well !** 

When from the heart (he bade the pointers go» 
How foft ! how pafy did her accents flow ! 
«< Get out, ihe cry'd, when ftrangers come to fup^ 
*« One ne'er can raife thofe fnoring devils up." 

Then, full of wrath, (he kick'd each lazy hmttp 
Alas ! I envy'd even that falute t 
'Twas fure raifplac'd, — Shock faid, or feem*d to fi/f 
He had as lief, I had the kick, as they. 

If ihe the myftic bellows take in hand. 
Who like the fair can that machine conmiand f 
O may'ft thou ne'er by Eolus be feen. 
For he wou'd fure demand thee for his queen» 



ihould the flame this rougher aid refufe, 
nly gentler medicines be of uSe j 
full-blown cheeks ibe end^ the doubtful ftrife^ 
Its the infant flaxno, and puffs it into life, 
h arts as thefe^ exalt the drooping fire^ 
1 my breaft a fiercer flame infpire : 
I ! I bum \ O ! give thy pwffing o'er^ 
well thy cheeks^ and pout thy lips^ no mott I 
th all h€r haughty looks, the time I've feen, 
I this proud damfel has more humble been> 
with nice airs fhe hoift the pan-cake round* 
Iropt it^ haplefs fair! upon the ground, 
k, with wliat charming grace ! what winning trickst 
.rtful charmer rubs the candlefticks ! 
ght fhe makes the candlefticks ihe handles, 
ave I faid,^ there were no need of candles. 

t thou my fciir ! who never wouldft approve, 

ar the tender ftory of my love?;. 

ind, how burns my raging breaft,— a button-^ 

ps art dreaming of—-a breaft c^ mutton. 

us faid^ and wept the fad defponding fwain, 

iling to the fable walls his pain : 

ymphs ai-e free with thofe they fhould deny^ 

lofe, they love, more cxquifitely coy ! 

w chirping crickets raife their tinkling voicc^ 
lambent flames in languid ftreams arife, . 
fmoke in azure folds evaporates and- dies. 

M 3 T\«; 
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The R A p B of the T R A p. 

A B A L L A Dy 1737. 

^'Tp WAS ma land of Itaming, 

-*• The mufes favourite city. 
Such pranks of late 
Were play'd by a rat. 

As — tempt one to be witty. 

All in a college ftudy. 

Where books were in great plenty j 
This rat would devour 
More fenfe in an hour* 

Than I cou'd write— in twenty. 

Corporeal food, 'tis granted. 
Serves vermin lefs refined, Sir; 

But this, a rat of tafte, 

All other rats furpafsM $ 

And he prey'd on the food of the mind. Si 

His breakfaft, half the morning, 

He conftantly attended ^ 
And when the bell i-ung 
For evening fong, 

His dinner fcarce was. ended 1 

He fpar'd not ev'n heroics. 
On wlxich wc poets pride us i 
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And wou'd make no more 
Of king Arthur's *, by the fcore. 
Than all the worldbefide does. 

In books of geo-graphy. 

He madethe maps to flutter : - 
A river or a fea 
Was to him a difli of tea ; 

And a kingdom, bread and butter* - 
But if fome mawkifli potion 

Might chance to over-dofe him^ 
To check its rage, v 
He took a page 

Of logic^to compofe him-^^ - 

A trap, in hade and anger. 

Was bought, you need not doubt on*t j ? 
And, fucli was the gin. 
Where a lion once got in, • 

He could not, I think, get out on't. 

With cheefe, not books, 'twas baited. 

The faa Til not belye it— 
Since none— I'll tell you that— 
Whether fcholar or rat 

Mind books, when he has mother diet* • 
But more of trap and bait, Sir, 

Why Ihould I fing, or either? 

M 4, Since 

• By Blackmore. 
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Since the rat, wKo knew die flight. 
Came iu the dead of hight, 
And dragged them aWay together t 

Soth trap and bait were vanifli'dy 

• Through a £raftuf« in the Mooring | 
Which, thoTigh fo trim 
It now may feem. 
Had then*^ nlo^en Or thore in. 

Then anfwer this, ye feges I 

Nor deem a man to wrong ye. 
Had the rat which thus did feize on 
The trap, lefs claim to reafon. 

Than many a fctdl among ye ? 
Dan Prior's mice, I own it, 

Wert Vermin of coitcKtion 5 
But this rat who merely leatm'd 
What rats alone concerned. 

Was the greater politician* 

That En^^nd 's topfyrtorvy, 
Is clear from thefc miihaps, Sir; 

:Since traps we ntsj determine. 

Will no longer take our vermin, 
But vehnhi • take our traps, Sir. 

Xet fophs, by rats infefted. 
Then truft iit cats to tatdh ^<m| 

^^ tl^ritten «t ^ tiftne <ff <dfe 1B^am£Ldi|ssA 
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Left they grow as leaniM as we. 
In our ftudres ; where, d' ye fce^ 

No mortal fits to watch 'era, » 

Cood l\ick betide our captains ; 

Good luck betide o\ir cats. Sirs 
And grant that the one 
May quell the Spanifli Don, 

And the other deftroy our rats, Sir» 

On certain PASTORALS. 

^ O rude and tun^lefs arc thy lays, 
"^ The weary audience vow, 
"•Tis not th' Arcadian fwain that fingSj 
JBut 'tis his herds that low. 

On Mr.C— of Kidde r mi nsteh's Poetry* 

THY verfes, friend, are Kidderminfter • ftufF, 
And I nruft ow» you've meaftir'd out enouglL 

To the VIRTUOSOS. 

HAIL, curious wightsl to whom fo f air 
The form of mortal flies isl 
Who deem thcrfe gnibs beyond ccfoepue^ 

Which common ienie ^eipiieft. 

Whether 

^ l^amous for a 'coarie ivoollen manxS^^x^ 
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Whether o>r hill, morafs, or mound, 
You make your fportfman Tallies j 

Or tliat your prey in gardens found 
Is urgM through walks and alleys. 

Yet, in the fury of the chace. 
No flope could e'er retard you ; . 

Bleft if one fly repay the race. 
Or painted wings reward you. 

Fierce as Camilla o'er the plain 
Purfued the glittering ftranger; . 

Still ey'd the purple's pleafing (lain. 
And knew not fear hor clanger. 

•Tis you difpenfe the favourite meat 

To natuVe's filmy people ; 
Know what conferves they chufe to cat> 
, And what liqueurs to tipple. 

And if her brood of infers dies. 

You fage afliftance lend her j 
Can (loop to pimp for amorous flies. 

And help them to engender. 

'Tis you prote6l their pregnant hour 5 
And when, the birth 's at hand. 

Exerting your obftetric power^ 
Prevent a mothlefs land. 

Yet oh ! howe'er your towering view 
Above grofs.objefts rifes, 
*-" Whate'er refinements you purfue. 
Hear, what a friend ad\\&^ \ 
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A friend, who, wcigh'd with yours, muft prize 

Domitian^s idle paflion ; 
That wrought the death of teazing flies, 

But ne^er their propagation. 

Let Flavians eyes more deeply wann> 

Nor thus your hearts determine. 
To flight dame nature's faireft form 

And figh for nature's vermin. 
And fpeak with fome refpe^): of beaux. 

Nor more as triflers treat 'em : 
'Tis better learn to fave one's cloaths. 

Than cherifli moths, that eat 'em. 

The Extent of COOKERY. 
" Aliufque et idem," 
irrrHEN Tom to Cambridge firft was fent, 
^^ A plain brown bob he wore 5 
Read much, and look'd as though he meant 

To be a fop no more. 
See him to Lincoln's Inn repair. 

His refolution flag ; 
He cheriflies a length of hair. 

And tucks it in a bag. 
Nor Coke nor Salkeld he regards, 

But gets into the houfe. 
And foon a judge's rank rewards 

His pliant votes and bows. i 
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Adieu, ye bobs I ye bags, give place I 

Full bottoms come inftead ! 
Good LoFd ! to fee die various ways 

Of dreffing— « calve^i head i 



The Pkockess of ADVICE* 

A ComiQon Case. 

. •* Suadc, Bom certuim eft."*' 

SAYS Richard to Thomas (and feem'd half afraid) 
<« I am thinking to marry, thy miftrefs's maid ; 
Now, becaufe Mrs. Lucy to thee is well known, 
I will do 't if thou bidft me, or let it alone. 

Nay don't make a jeft on't^ *tis no jeft to me ;. 
For 'faith I*m in earneft, fo pr'ythee be fi-ee. 
I have no fault to find with the girl fince I knew her^ 
But I*d have thy advice, ere I tye myfelf to hen" 

Said Thomas to Richard, " To ipeak my opinion. 
There is not fuch a bitch in king George's dominion^ 
And I firmly believe, if thou knew'ft her as I doy 
Thou wouldft chufe out a whipping-poft,^ drfi to be tyM ta« 

She's peevifh, ihe's thievifli, <he'*-ugly, Ac's Mt, 
And a liar, and a fpol, and a flut, and a icold.** 
^ext day Richard haften'd to church and was wed, 
lAnd ere night 1^ infomi'd her what Thomas h^d fold. 

A BAU 
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A BALLAD. 
** Tmhit (ua queanque voluptas.** 
TT^ROM Lincoln to London rtfdfe forth our young (qt 
* To bring down a wife, whom the fwains might adm 
jBut, in fpite of whatever tJie mortal cotrid fay. 
The goddefs objefted the length of the way f 

To give up the opera, the p&rk, and the ball. 

For to view the (lag's horns in air old cotintry-hall ; 

To have neither China nor India to feel 

Nor a lacemah to plagae in a rtioming— not Yhe ! ^ 

To forfakc the dear play-houfe,'Quin, Ga?rick, anft Clivc 

Who by dint of mere hinuoifr had kept her alive j ' 

To forego tlie full box for his lonefome abode, 

O heavens 1 fhe fhould faint, fhe fhouW die on tiie road; 

To foregd the gay fafhions and geftures of France, 
And leave dear Augufte in the midft of the dance. 
And Harlequin too !— *twas ivi vain to require it y 
<Vnd (he wonderM liow folks iiad tire face to defire it. 

he might yield to reCgn the ifweet-fingers of Ruckholt^ 
/here the citizen-matron feduces her cuckold j 
at Ranelagh foon would her footfteps recall, 
id the mufic, the lamps, and the glare of VauxKall. 
» be fure (he could biTathe no where elfe but in town, 
us (he talked Itke a wit, and he look'd like a clown j 
the while honcft Harry defpair'd to fuccecd, 
oach with a coronet trailed her ta Tweed. 
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SLENDER's Ghoft. Vide Shakespear*. 

T)E NEATH a church-yard yew, 
•*^ Decay'd and worn with age. 
At dulk of eve methought I fpy'd 
Poor Slender^s ghoft, that whimpering crj'cd, 
O fwect, O fweet Anne Page ! 

Ye gentle bards! give ear! 

Who talk of amorous rage. 
Who fpoil the lily, rob the rofe. 
Come learn of me to weep your woes : 

O fweet, O fweet Anne Page ! 
Why ihould fuch laboured ftrains 

Your formal Mufe engage ? 
I never dreamt of flame or dart. 
That fir'd my breaft or pierc'd my heart. 

But figh'd, O fweet Anne Page ! 
And you ! whofe love-iick minds 

No med'cine can afTuage ! 

Accufe the leech's art no more. 

But learn of Slender to deplore ; 

O fweet, O fweet Anne Page ! 

And ye 1 whofe fouls aie held,. 

Like linnets in a cage ! 
Who talk of fetters, links, and chains. 
Attend and imitate my ftrains I 
O fweet, O fweet Anne Page ! 
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And you who boaft or grieve, 
What horrid wars we wage ! 
Of wounds receiv'd from many an eye ; 
Yet mean as I do, when I figh, 
■ O fweet, O fweet Anne Page ! 

Hence every fond conceit 

Of fliepherd or of fage j 
'Tis Slender^s voice, 'tis Slender*s way 
Exprefies all you have to fay, 

O fweet^ O fweet Anne Page! 

The I N V ID 10 U S. Mart. 

1^ Fortune ! if my prayer 6f old 
^^ Was ne'er foHcitous for gold. 
With better grace thou may'ft allow 
My fuppliant wifli, tii9t afks it now. 
Yet thiuk not ! goddefs ! I require it 
Vtr the fiime end your clowns deiire it. 
In a well-made effe^lual ftring, 
. Fain would I fee Lividio fwing ! 
Hear him; from Tyburn's height haranguing, 
But fuch a cur 's not worth one's hanging* 
Give me, O goddefs ! ftore of pelf. 
And he will tye thf knotbimf^^lf. 



Thi 
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The Price of an E QUI PA G E. 

*« Servum fi potes, Ole, noa habeie, 

** Et regem potes, Ole, nwi habere.*^ Mar* 

IA/kM a friend amidft the throng, 
Whofe coach it was that traiPd along s 
•< The gilded coach there— don't ye mind ? 
That with the footmen ftuck behind." 

O Sir ! fays he, what ! han't you feen it f 
*Tis Damon*s coach, and Damon in it. 
•Tis odd, metliiiiks, you have forgot 
Your friend, your neighbour, and— what not } 
Your old acquairitaacc Damon ! — " Tme j 
But faith his equipage is new." 

*< Blefs me, faid I, where can it end ? 
What madnefs has poffefs'd.my friend ? 
Four powdcr'd flaves, and thofe the tailed,^ 
Their ilemachs doubtlefs not tlie fmalleft I 
Can Damon's revenue maintain 
In lace and food, fo large a train ? 
I knowlii« land —each inch of ground-* 
*Ti9 not a mile to walk it round— 
If Damon's whole eftate can'^ar 
To keep his lad and one-horie chair, 
I own 'tis paft my comprehenfion." 
Yes, Sir, 'but Damon has a penfion— 

I Thi 
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Thus does falfe ambition rule us, 
Thus pomp delude, and folly fool us j 
To keep a race of flickering knaves. 
He grows himfeif the warft of flaves* 



Hint from VOITURE. 

T ET Sol his annual journeys run, 

^ And when the radiant ta(k is done, 

Confefs, through all the Globe, 'twould pofe him^ 

To match the charms that Celia flicws him. 

And ihould he boaft he once had feen 

As )uft a form, as bright a mein. 

Yet iiuift it ftill for ever pofe him. 

To matcli — what Celia never (hews him. 



INSCRIPTION, 

To the memory 

Of A. L. Efquire, 

Juftice of the peace for this county ; 

Who, in the whole courfe of his pilgrimage 

Through a trifling ridiculous world, 

Maintainiifg his proper dignity, 

^otwirhftanding the feoffs of ill-difpofed perfons, 

And wits of the age. 

That ridiculed his behaviour. 

Or cenfured his breeding j 

N FoU 
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Following the di^Utes of nature, 

Defiring to eafe the affli^ed. 

Eager to fet the prifoners at liberty. 

Without having for his end 

The noife, or report fuch things generally caufc 

in the world, 

(As he was feen to perform them of none) 

But the fole relief and happinefs, 

Of the party in diftrefs j 

Himfelf refting eafy, 

When he could render that fo ; 

Not griping, or pinching himfeif, 

To hoard up fuperfluities j 

Not coveting to keep in his pofleflion 

What gives more difquietude, than pleafure ; 

But charitably diffufing it 

To all round about him : 

Making the moft forrowfiil countenance 

To fmiie, 

In his prefence ; 

Always bellowing more than he was afked, 

Always imparting before he was defired j 

Not proceeding in this manner. 

Upon every trivial fuggeftion. 

But tlie moft mature, and folemn deliberation j 

With an incredible prefence and undauntednefs 

of mind ^ 

With an inimitable gravity and oeconomy 

of face; 

Biddifll 
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Bidding loud defiance ^ 

To politcnefs and the falhion. 
Dared let a f— t. 



To a F R I E.ND. 

TjAVE you ne*er feen, my gentle fquin^ 
*• "*• The humours of your kitchen fire ? 

Says Ned to Sal, ** I iead a fpade. 
Why don't ye play ?— the girl's afraid- 
Play foniething — any thing— but play— . 
'*Ti8 but to pafs the time away— 
Phoo— how (he Hands — ^biting her nails^ 
As thoiigh ihe play'd for half her vails— 
Soiting her cards^ hagling and picking— ' 
We play for nothing, do us« chicken ?-«i 
That card will do^'blood never doubt it, 
It 's not worth wliile to think about it."" 

Sal thought^ and thought, and mifs'd her aim. 
And Ned, ne'er ftudying, won the game. 

Methinks, old friend, 'tis wondrous truct 
That verfe is but a game at loo. 
While many a bard, that (hews fo clearly 
.He writes for his amufement merely. 
Is known to ftudy, fret, and toil j 
And play for nothing, all the while : 
Or praife at moil 5 for wreaths of yore 
Ne'er fignify'd a farthing more : 

N 2 't^ 
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Tiff having vainly tpjlM t6 gain it. 
He fees your flying pen obtain it. 

Through fragrant fcenes the tiifler roves. 
And hallow'd haunts that Phoebus loves : 
Where with Arangeiieats his bofom glows, 
*And myftic flames the God beftows. 
You no^ none other flame require. 
Than a good blazing parlour fire 5 
Write verftfi — to defy the fcomers, 
In ftiit-houfes and chimney-comers. 

Sal found her deep-laid fchemes were vain<ii- 
The cards are cut— come deal again— 
No good comes on it when one lingers— 
I'll play the cards come next my fingers-- 
Fortune could never let Ifed loo her. 
When flie had left it wholly to her. 

Well, now who wins J— why, ftill the fame<^ 
* For Sal has loft another game. 

« I've done} (flxe muttered) I was faying. 
It did not argufy my playing. 
Some folks will win, they cannot chufe. 
But think or not think-^fome muft lofe. 
I may have won a game or fo— 
But then it was an age ago— 
It ne'er will be my let again— 
X won it of a baby then— 
(rive me an ace of trumps and fee. 
Our Ned will beat mc vith a three. 
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'Tis all by luck that things are carry'd— • 
Hcil fuflfer for it, when he 's marry'd." 

Thus Sal, with tears in either eye j 
While vi6h)r Ned fat tittering by. 

Thus I, long envying your fucceft^ 
And bent to write and ftudy lefs. 
Sate down, and fcribbled in a trior, 
Juft what you fee— and you defpife. 

You, who can frame a tuneful fong. 
And hum it as you ride along ; 
And, trotting on the king^s high-way. 
Snatch from the hedge a fprig of bay j 
Accept this verfc, howe'er it flows. 
From one that is your friend in profe. 

What is this wreath, fo green ! fo fair I 
Which many wiih, and few muft wear i 
Which fome men*8 indolence can gain. 
And fome men^s vigils ne'er obtain ? 
For what muft Sal or poet fue. 
Ere they engage with Ned or you ? 
For luck in verfe, for luck at loo ? 

Ah no I *tis genius gives you fame, 
And Ned, through ikill, fecures tlie game; 



I 
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The POET and the DUN. ty^t. 

** Thefe are meffengers 
^ That feelingly perfuade me what I am." Sh ake^p^ 

^OMES a dun in the morning and raps at my door— 
^^ " I made bold to call— 'tis a twelvemonth and more— 
J'm forry, believe me, to trouble you thus, Sir,rr 
But Job would be paid. Sir, had Job been a mercer .'' 
My friend have but patience—** Ay thefe ai*e your ways.*' 
I have got but one ihilling to ferve nie two days— 
But Sir— pr'ytliee take it, and telt your attorney. 
If I han't paid your bill, I have paid for your Journey. 

Well, now thou art gone^ let me govern my paflSou, 
And calmly confider— confider ? vexation ! 
What whore that muft paint, and muft put on falfe locks, 
And counterfeit |py in the pangs of the pox ! 
What beggar's wife's nephewynow ftaiT *d,and now beaten, 
Who, wanting to eat, fears himfelf (hall be eaten ! 
What porter, what tumfpit, can deem his cafe hard ! 
Or what dun boaft of patience that thinks of « bard ? 
Well, I'll leave thispoor trade, for no trade can be poorer, ' 
Turn fhoe-boy, or courtier, or pimp, or procurer; 
Get love, and refpeft, and good living, aud pelf. 
And dun fomc poor dog of a poet myfelf. 
One's credit, however, of courfe will grow better j 
Here enters the footman^ and brings nie a letter. 

<* Dear Sir ! I receiv'cf your obliging cpiftle^ 

Your faint is fecure— bid the critics go whiftlc. 

Irca<J 
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I read over with wonder the poem you fent me } 
And I mufl fpeak your pralTes, noibul ihall prevent me. 
The audience, believe me, cry'd out every line 
Was ftrong, was aiFe6ling> was juft, was. divine ; 
All pregnant, as gold is, with worth, weight, and beauty, 
And* to hide fuch a genius was— far from your duty. 
I forefee that the court will be hugely delighted : 
Sir Richard, for much a lefs genius, was knighted. 
Adieu, my good fiiend, and for high life prepare ye 5 
I could fay much more, but you 're moded, I fpare ye.' 
Quite firM with the flattery, I call for my paper. 
And wafte that, and health, and my time, and my taper : 
I fcribble till mom, when, with wrath no fmall (lore. 
Comes my old friend the mercer, and raps at my door. 
" Ah 1 friend, 'tis but idle to make fuch a pother, 
Fate^ fate has ordain'd us, to plague one another.*' 

Written at an Inn at Hbnley. 

TO thee, fair freedom ! I retire 
From flattery, cards, and dice, and din 5 
Nor art thou found in manfions higher 
Than die low cott, or humble inn. 

'Tis here with boundlefs power I reign j 

And e^'ery health which I begin. 
Converts dull port to bright champaigne ; 

Such freedom crowns it, at an inn. 

N 4 ifly 
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I fly from pomp, I fly from plate ! 

I fly firom falehood^s fpecious grin '. 
Freedom I loTe, and form I hate, 

And chuie my lodgings at an inn. 
Hcre,^wraitcr ! take my fordid ore, 

Which hicqneys elfe might hope to win ; 
It buys, what courts have not in ftore j 

It buys me freedom at an inn. 
Whoe'er has travelM life's dull round. 

Where'er his ftages may have been. 
May figh to think he ftill hds found 

The warmeft welcome, at an inn. 
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T TT 7 H AT village but has fometime feen 

^ ^ The clumfy Ihape, die frightful mein. 

Tremendous claws, and fliagged hair. 

Of that grim brute yclept a bear ? 

He from his dam, the learn'd agree, 

Received the curious form you fee ; 

Who, with her plaftic tongue alone, 

Produc'd a vifage — like her own — 

And thus tliey hint, in myftic fafluon. 

The powerful force of education • — 

Perhaps yon crowd of fwains is viewing 

E'en now, the ftrange exploits of Biniln 9 

Who 

^ Of a fond matron's education. 
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Who plays his antics, roars aloud 5 
The wonder of a gaping crowd ! 

So have I known an aukward lad, 
Whofe birth has qaade a parifli glad. 
Forbid, for fear of fenfe, to roam. 
And taught by kind mamma at home f 
Who gives him many a well-tryM rule. 
With ways and means— to play the fool. 
In fenfe the fame, in ftature higher, 
He ihines, ere long, a rural fquire. 
Pours forth unwitty jokes, and fwears. 
And bawls, and drinks, but chiefly ftares ; 
His tenants of fuperior fenfe 
Carouze, and laugh, at his expence ; 
And deem the pallime I *m relating^ 
To be as pleafant, as bear-baiting. 

The CHARMS of PRECEDENCE. 

A TALE. 

" Q I R, will you pleafc to walk before ?" 

^ —No, pray Sir— you are next the door^. 
— << Upon mine honour, I '11 not ftir— " 
Sir, I 'm at home, conikler, Sir— 
" Excufe me, Sir, I '11 not go fii-ft.'* 
Well, if I muft be rude, I muft— 
^ut yet I wifti I could ev^de it— 
Tis ftrangely^ clownifli, be perfuadcd— 
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Go forward, cits ! go forward, fquires ! 

Nor fcniple each, what each admires. 

Life fquares not, friends, with your proceeding; 

It flies, while you difplay your breeding 5 

Such breeding as one^s granam preaches^ 

Or fome old dancing-mafter teaches. 

O for fome rude tumultuous fellow, 

Half crazy, or, at leaft, half mellow. 

To come behind you unawares^ 

And fairly pufti you botli down ftairs ! 

But death 's at hand— let me advife ye. 

Go forward, friends ! or he '11 furprize ye. 

Befides, how infmcere you are ! 
Do ye not flatter, lye, forfwear. 
And daily cheat, and weekly pray. 
And all for this— to lead the way ? 

Such is my theme, -which means to prove. 
That though we drink, or game, or love. 
As tliat or this is moft in fafhion. 
Precedence is our ruling paflion. 

When college-ftudents take degrees, 
And pay the beadle's endlefs fees. 
What moves that fcientific body. 
But the firft cutting at a gawdy ? 
And wlience fuch flioals, in bare conditions,. 
That ftarve and languifh as phyficians. 
Content to trudge the ftreets, and ftare at 
The fat apothecary's chariot ? 
But that, in Chariot's chamber (fee 
Moliere's «« Medicin malgre lui") 
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The leach, howe'cr his fortunes vary. 
Still walks before th' apothecary, 

Flavia in vain has wit and charms. 
And all that (hines, and all that warms ;. 
In rain all human race adore her, 
For-Lady Mary ranks before her. 

Celia, gentle Celia! tell usi 
Vou who are neitlier vain nor jealous ! 
The fofteft breaft, the mildeft mien ! 
Would you not feel fome little fpleen. 
Nor bite your lip, nor furl your brow, 
If Florimel, your equal now, 
Should, one day, gain precedence of ye ? 
f^iift ferv'd— though in a diih of coffee ? 
^*lac'd firft, altliough, where you are founds 
i^ou gain the eyes of all aroiuid ? 
^amM firft, though not with half the fame^ 
That waits my charming Celia's name ? 

Hard fortune ! barely to infpire 
Our fix'd eftcem, and fond defire ! 
Barely, where'er you go, to prove 
The fource of univerfal love I— 
Yet be content, obferving this. 
Honour 's the offspring of caprice : 
And worth, however you have purfued it. 
Has nov/ no power— but to exclude it. 
You Ml fihd your general reputation 
A kind of fupplemental ftation. 

Poor Swift, with all his worth, could ne'er. 
He tells us, hope to rife a Peer j . 



i8S SHENSTONE'S POEMS. 

So» to fupply ity wrote for fame « 

And well the wit fecur'd his aim. 

A common patriot has a drift. 

Not quite fo innocent as Swift : 

In Britaih*s caufe he rants^ he laboiffs ; 

** He ^8 honefty faith**««>have patience, neighboi 

For patriots may fometimes deceive, 

May beg their friends* relu6bint leave, 

To ferve them in a higher fphere j 

And drop their virtue, to get there.—* 

As Lucian tells us, in his fafhion, 
How fouls put off each earthly paflion, 
Ere on Elyfium's flowery ftrand 
Old Charon fuffer'^d them to land ; 
So ere we meet a court's carefTes, 
No doubt our fouls muft change their dreffes t 
And fouls there be, who, bound that way. 
Attire therafelves ten times a day. 

If then 'tis rank which all men covet. 
And faints alike and (inners love it ; 
If place, for which our courtiers throng 
So thick, that few can get along ; 
For which fuch fervile toils are fcen. 
Who 's happier than a king ?— a queen. 

However men aim at elevation, 
'Tis properly a female paiTion t 
Women, and beaux, beyond all meafure 
Are charm'd with rank's extatic pleafure. 

Sir, if your drift I rightly fcan. 
You *d hint a beau was not a man ; 



I 
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women then are fond of places ; 

^e all difputable cafes. 

m perhaps would fomething linger, 

! his lov'd rank to coft— a finger j 

ere an ear or toe the price on 't, 

ight deliberate once.or twice on 't j 

ips afk Gataker^s advice on *t. 

many, as their frame grows old. 

Id hardly purchafe jt with gold. 

t women wifli precedence ever s 

Jieir whole life's fupreme endeavour j 

s their youth with jealous rage, 

Irongly animates their age. 

ps they would not fell out-right, 

lim a limb— that was in fight; 

n worfe terms they ibmctimes chufc it j 

v''n in punilhments refufe it. 

-eminence in pain> you cry ! 

srce and pregnant wjth reply. 

;nd y6ur patience, and your ear, 

gument ihall make it clear. 

did, an argument may fail, 

my title (ays, a tale, 
ere Avon jfolls her winding flream, 

the Mufes* favourite theme ! 

that fills the fanners^ purfes, 
leeks with flowers both farms and verfes, 
Sts many a fertile vale^ 
vas the £ccae of this my tale. 

For 
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For 'tis in Eve/ham's vale, or near it. 
That folks with laughter tell and hear it. 

The foil with annual plenty bleft 
Was by young Corydon j>oJflre&. 
JHis youth alone I lay before ye. 
As moft material to my ftory : 
For ftrength.and vigour too, lie had tliem^ 
And 'twere not much amifs, to add them. 

Thrice happy lout ! whofe wide domain 
Now green with grafs, now gilt with grain, 
•In ruflet robes of clover deep, 
Or thinly veil'd, and white with iheep ; 
Now Fragrant with the beano's perfume, 
Now purpled with the pulfe's bloom. 
Might well with bright allufion ftore me ; 
-»But happier bards have been before me ! 

Amongft the various year's increafe. 
The ftrippling own'd a field of peafe ; 
Which, when at night he ceas'd his labours, 
Were haunted by fome female neighbours. 
Each mom difcover'd to his fight 
The (hameful havock of the night : 
Traces of this they left behind them, 
But no inftruftion^ where to find them. 
The Devil's works are plain and evil. 
But few or none have feen the Devil. 
Old Noll, indeed, if we may credit 
The words of Echard, who has faid it, 
Contriv'd with Satan how to fool us j 
And bargain'd face to face to rule us j 
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But then old Noll was one in ten. 

And fought him more than other men. 

Our fliepherd too, with like attention, 

May meet the female fiends we mention. 

He rofe one morn at break of day. 

And near the field in ambuih lay : 

When lo ! a brace of girls appears, 

The third, a matron much in years. 

Smiling, amidft the peafe, the iinners 

Sate down to aill their future dinners ; 

And, caring little who might own them, 

Made free as though themfelves had fown there, 

k 

'Tis worth a fage^'s obfcrvation 
How love can make a jeft of paffion. 
Anger had forcM the fwain from bed. 
His early dues to love unpaid ! 
And love, a god that keeps a pother. 
And will be paid one time or other. 
Now banifhM anger out of door 5 
And claimed the debt withheld before. 
If tnger bid our youth revile, 
Love formM his features to a fraile : 
And knowing well 'twas all grimace. 
To threaten with a fmiling face, 
He in few words exprefs'd his mind— 
And none would deem them much unkind. 

The amorous youth, for their offence. 
Demanded infant recompence : 

ThU 
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That recompence from each, -which ftiame 
Forbids a baihful Mufe to name. 
Yet, more this fentence to difcover, 
'Twas.what Bet • • grants her lover. 
When he, to make .the ftnimpet willing. 
Has fpent his fortune— to a fhilling. 

Each flood a wh)Ie> as '^twere fufpended. 
And loth to de> what— each intended. 

At length, with foft pathetic iighs. 
The matron, bent with age, replies 

'Tis vain to ftrivc— juftice, I know. 
And our ill ftars, will have it fo — 
But let my tears your wrath afluage^ 
And ihew fome deference for age ! 
J from a diftant village xrame. 
Am old, God knows, and fomething lame ^ 
And if we yield, as yield we muft, 
Difpatch my-crazy body firft. 

Our fhepherd, like the Phrygian fwain. 
When circled jxnind on Ida's plain, 
With goddeiTes he flood fufpcnded. 
And Pallas's grave fpeech was ended, 
-Own'd what flie aflcM might be his duty j 
j£ut paid the compliment to beauty. 



OP^ 
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ODE to be performed by Dr. Brettle, and a 
Ckorus of Halbs*owen Citizens. 

The Inftrumental Part, a Viol d* ^mour. 

AIR by the D o c T o R. 
AWAKE! I fay, awal^e good people I 
^^ And be for once alive and gay j 
Come let 's be merry 5 ftir the tipple j 

How caA you ileep, 
Whilft I do play ? how can you deep, &c. 
CHORUS of Citizens* 
Pardon, O ! pardon, great ratifician I 

Oa drowfy fouls fame pit)' take ! 
For wondrous hard is our condition^ 
To drink thy beer. 
Thy ftrains to hear j 
To drink, 
To hear, 
And keep awake I 

SOLO by the Doctor. 

Hear but this ftrain— 'twas made by Handel, 
A wight of (kill, and judgment deep ! 

Zoonters they *re gone— Sal, bring a candles- 
No, here is one, and he 's afleep, 

D U E T T E. 
Dr.— How could they go Soft mufic. 

Whilft I do play? 
Sal.— How could they go ! warlike mufic. 

How fliould they ftay ? 
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CUPID AND PLUTUS. 

TTTHEI^ Celia, Love's eternal foe, 
^^ To rich old Gomez firft was marry'dj 
And angry Cupid came to know, 

"•His ftiafts had err'd, his bow mifcarry'dj 

He figh'd, he wept, he hung his head. 

On the cold ground, full fad, he laid him,; 
When Plutus, there by foitune led. 

In this defpoiiding pHght furveyM him. 
And fure, he cry'd, you 'II own at laft 

Your boafted power by mine exceeded : 
Say, wretched boy, now all is paft, 

How little fhe your efforts heeded. 

If with fuccefs you woiild affail. 

Gild, Yotfngfter, doubly gild your aiTows; 
Little the feather'd (hafts avail. 

Though wing'd from Manuna's doves and fpar- 
rows. 

What though each reed, each arrow "grew, 

Where Venus bath'd herfelf j depend on ''t$ 
'Twere more for ufv.^, for beauty too, 
A diamond fparkled at the end on 't. 

Peace, Plutus, peace!— the boy reply'd; 
Were not my arts by your's infefted, 
I could each other power deride. 
And rule this circle, unmolefled* 

Se 
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See yonder pair ! no worldly views 

In Chloe^s generous breafl reilded i 
Love bade her the fpruce valet chufe, 

. And /he by potcntiove was guided. 
V For this ! (he quits her golden dreams. 

In her g»lt coach no more (he ranges- s 
And her rich crimfon, -bright with gems. 

For. cheeks iinpearrd- with tears, ihe.dumge4« 
Though fordid Celia own'd your power, 

Think not fo monftrous my difgrace isi 
You gainM this nymph— that very hour 

«I gain'd a fcore in different places, 

EPILOGUE to the Tragedy of CirBiONB; 

^"TT >" ELL, ladies— fo much for the tragic ftiJe— -^ 

^ ' And now. the cuftom is to make you fmile. ; 
To make us fmile ! — methinks I hear you fay— 
Why, who can help it, at fo ftrange a play ? 
The Captain gone three years ! — and then to blame '. 
The faultlefs conduft of his virtuous <iame ! 
My ftars ! — what gentle belle would think it treafon. 
When thus provok'd, to give the brute fome reafpn ? 
Out of my houfe ! — this night, forfooth depart I 
A modem wife had faid— " With all my heart- 
But think not, haughty Sir, I Ul go alone ! 
Order your coach— conduft me fafe to town— 
Oive me my jewels, wardrobe, and my maid— 
And pray take care my pin-money be paid/' 

O z Suck 



\fi SHENSTONE'S POFMSv 

Such IS the language of each modifh fair ; 
Yet niemoirS) not of modern growth, declare 
The time has been when modefty and truth 
Were dcem'd additions to the chamw of youth : 
When women hid their neck»y aid vcird their face 
Nor romp'd, nor rak'd, nor ftar'd at public placesi 
Nor took the airs of Amazons for graces ; 
Then plain domeftic virtues were the mode. 
And wives iie*er dreamt of happinefs abroad f 
They lov'd their children, learnt no flaunting afrff^ 
But with the joys of wedlock mixt the cares. 
Thofc times are paft— yet fure they merit praife. 
For mamage triumphed in thofe golden days t 
By chafte decorum they afFeftion gained ; 
By fekh and fondnefs wliat tliey won, maintatnMv 

'Tis yours, ye fair, to bring tholie days again^. 
And" form anew the hearts of tlioughtlefs men j 
Make beauty's luftre amiable as bright,. 
And give the foul, as well as /enfc, delight j 
Heclaim from folly a fantaftic age, 
That Icorns the prefs, the pulpit, and tlie ftage. 
Let truth and tendemefs your breads adorn. 
The marriage chain with tranfport /hall be womj 
Each blooming virgin raised into a bride 
Shall double all their joys, their cares divide ; 
Alleviate grief, compofe the jars of ftrife. 
And pour die balm that fweetens human life. 

MOR. 
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MORAL PIECES- 

The JUDGMENT of HERCULES, 

WHILE blooming fpring defcends from genial Ikies, 
By whofe mild influence inftant wonders rife j 
Prom whole foFt breath Elyfian beauties iiowi 
The fweets of Hagley, or the pride of Stowe ; 
Will Lyttelton the rural landlkip range. 
Leave noify fame, and not regret the change ? 
Pleas'd will iie tread the garden's early fcenes. 
And learn a moral from the rifing greens ? 
There^ wartiTd alike by Sol's enlivening power. 
The weed, afpiring, emulates the flower : 
The drooping flower, its fairer charms difplay'J, 
Inrites, from grateful hands, their generous aid : 
Soon, if none check th* invafivc foe's defigns. 
The lively lullre of thefe fcenes declines ! 

'Tis thus, the fpring of youth, the morn of life, 
jRears in our minds the xival feeds of ftrife. 
Then pafllon riots, reafon then contends 5 
And, on the conquell, every blifs depends^ 
Life, from the nice decifion, takes its hue : 
And bled thofc judges who decide like you ! 
On worth like tlieirs fhall every blifs attend : 
The %world their favourite, and the world their friend. 
O J Tlic* 
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There are, who, blind ta thought's fatiguing ray^- 
A& fortune gives examples, urge their way : 
Nor virtue's foes, though they her paths decline. 
And fcarce her friends, thougl^ with her friends they join, 
In her's, or vice's cafual road advance 
Thoughtlefs, the finners or the faints of chance ! 
Yet fome more nobly fcorn tlie vulgar voice j 
With judgment fix, with zeal purfue their choice. 
When ripen'd thought,, when reafon born to reign, 
Checks the wild tumults of the youthful vein 5 
While paflion's lawlefs tides, at their command, 
Glide tirough more ufeful trafts, and blefs the land. 

Happieft of thefe is he whofe matchlefs mind. 
By learning ftrengthen'd, and by tafte refin'd. 
In virtue's caufe effay'd its earlieft powers j 
Chofe virtue's paths, and ftrew'd her paths with flowers. 
The firft alaim'd, if freedom waves her wings : 
The fitteft to adorn each art fhe brings : . ""^ 
Lov'd by that prince whom every virtue fires : 
Prais'd by tliat bard whom every Mufe infpires : 
Blefl in the tuneful art, the focial flame; 
In all that wins, in all that merits fame ! 

'Twas youth's perplexing ftage his doubts infpir'dy 
When great Alcides to a grove retir'd. 
Through the lone windings of a devious glade» 
Refign'd to thought, with lingering fteps he ftray'dj 
Bleil with a mind to tafle fincerer joys : 
Arm'd with a heart each falfe one to defpile. 
Dubious he ftray'd, with wavering thoughts poflefly 
Alternate paflions ftrugglisg (har'd his breail \ 
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The various arts which human cares divide> 

In deep atttention all his mind employed : 

Anxiousy if fame an equal blifs fecurM ; 

Or (ilent eafe with fofter charms allurM. 

The fylvan choir, whofe numbers fweetly flowed, 

The fount thatmurmurM, and the flowers thatblow'd j 

The filver flood that in meanders ltd 

His glittering ftreams along tV enlivenM mead i 

The Toothing breeze, and all thofe beauties joinM, 

Which,^ whilft they pleafe, effeminate the mind. 

In vain ! while diflant, on a fummit rais'd, 

Th' imperial towers of fame attra6live blazed. 

While thus he trac'd through ftfncy's puzzling maze 
The feparate fweets of pleafure and of praife ; 
Sudden the wind a fragrant gale conveyed. 
And a new luftre gainM upon the fhade. 
At once, before his wondering eyes were feen 
Two- female forms, of more than jnortal mien. 
Vanous their charms j and in their drefs and face. 
Each feem'd to vie with fome peculiar grace. 
This, whofe attire lefs clogg'd with art appeared. 
The fimple fweets of innocence endear'd. 
Her fprigbtly bloom, her quick fagacious eye, 
Shew'd native merit, mix'd with modefty. 
Her air difRisM a mild yet aweful ray. 
Severely fweet, and innocently gay. 
Such the chafte image of the martial maid. 
In artlefs folds of virgin white array'd ! 
She let no borro.v'd rofe her cheeks adorn. 
Her bfuflnng checks, that (ham'd the puri^U motti* 

O4 * ^^ 



20O S HEN STONE'S POEMS* 

ller charms nor had, nor wanted artful foils. 
Or ftudy'd geftures, or wcll-pra6lis'd fmiles. 
She fcomM the toys which render beauty lefs s 
She provM th* engaging chaftity of drefs ; 
And whik ihe chofe in native channs to Ihine, 
£v'n thus ihe feem*d, nay more than feem^d, divine* 
One modcft emerald cla^M the robe (he wore. 
And, in her hand, th* imperial fword (he bore. 
Sublirae her height, majeftic was her pace. 
And matched the awfiil honours of her face. 
Theihrubs, theflowera, that deck'd the verdant ground, 
Seem'd, where ihe ttod^ with riiing luftre crown'd. 
^tUl her approach wHh Wronger influence wannM; 
She pleasM, while diftant; but, when near, ihe chaiafci. 
So ilrikcs the gazer's eye, the filver gleam 
That glittering quivers o'er a diftant ftream : 
But from ks banks we fee new beauties rife. 
And, in its cryftal bofom, trace the ikies. 

Witli other charms the rival vifion glow'd j 
And from her drefs her tinfel beauties flow'd. 
A fluttering robe her pampered fhape concealed. 
And fecmM to ihade the channs it bcft reveal'd. 
Its fonn, contrivM her faulty iize to grace ; 
Its hue, to give frefli luilre to her face. 
Her plaited hair difgAiisM with brilliants glarM; 
Her cheeks the ruby's neighbouring luftre ihar'd j 
The gawdy topai lent its gay fupplies. 
And every gem that ftrikes lefs curious eyes $ 
Expos'd her breaft with foreign fweets perfum'd ; 
And^ round her brow^ a rofeate garland bl^oia'd. 



M O R A L P I £ C £ S, soz 

(nilingy bluihing lips conccard her wile$| 
ih! the bluihes artful as the fmiles. 
azing on her (hade, th^ eni-apturM fair 
e<] the fubftance well deferv'^d her care t 
loughts, to others charins malignly blind^ 
r^d in that, and were to that confined j 
If on others eyes a glance were thrown, 
i but to watch the influence of her own. 
. like her guardian, fair Cythcra's queen« 
I for her warrior (he refines her mein j 
len, to blefs her Delian favourlte^s arms^ 
adiant fair Invigorates her charms. 
I like her pupil, Egypt's fportive dame, 
refs expreflive, and her air the fame, 
I her gay bark o'er (Ilvcr Cydnos roll'd, 
all til' emblazon'd ftreamers wav'd in gold» 
ihone the vifion ; nor forbore to move 
ond contagious airs of lawlefs love« 
wanton eye deluding glances fir''d, 
amorous dimples on each cheek confpir^cL 
:fs her gait, and (low, with feeming pain, 
Iragg'd her loitering limbs along the plain ; 
nade fome faint efibrts, and ilrft approach'd the 
fwain. 

aring draughts, with taudry luftre bright, 
g to the view, and ru(h upon the fight : 
: ilowly charms a Raphael's chaOer air, 
:s the calm fearcli, and pays the fearchcr'*s care, 
rap'd in a pleas'd fufpence, the youth furvcy'^ 
vju-ious charms of each attra^ve maid : 
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Alternate each he view'd, and each admir'd, 
And found, alternate^ varying flames infpir'd. 
Quick o*cr their forms his eyes with pieafure ran, 
When (he, who firft af^roachM him, iirft began. 
«* Hither, dear boy, direft thy wandering eyesj 
*Ti8 here the lovely vale of pieafure lies. 
Debate no more, to me thy life refign j 
Each fweet which nature can diffiife is mine, 
For me the nymph diverfifies her power. 
Springs in a tree, or bloffoms in a flower ; 
To pleafe my ear, (he tunes the linnet's drains 5 
To pleafe my eye, with lilies paints the plains } 
To fonri my couch, in moify beds (he grows j 
To gratify my fmell, perfumes the rofe ; 
Reveals the fair, the fertile fcene you fee. 
And fwells the vegetable world, for mc. 

Let the gtilKd fool the toils of war purfue. 
Where bleed the many to enrich the few : 
Where chance from courage claims the boailed prize 
Where, though (he give, your country oft denies. 
Induflrious thou (halt Cupid's wars maintain. 
And ever gently fight his foft campaign. 
His dart$ alone (halt wield, his wounds endure. 
Yet only iuffer, to enjoy the cure. 
Yield byt to me- a choir of nymphs (hall rife. 
And fire thy breaft, and blefs thy raviih'd eyes. 
Tljcir beauteous cheeks a fairer rofe (hall wear, 
/l brighter lily on their necks appear 5 

Win 
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Where fondly thou thy favour'd head (halt reft. 

Soft as the down that fwells the cygnet's neft I 

While Philomel in each foft voice complains. 

And gently lulls thee with mellifluous itrains : 

Whilft, with each accent, fweeteft odours flow j- 

And fpicy gums round every bofom glow. 

NoC the famM bird Arabian climes admire. 

Shall in fuch luxury of fweets expire. 

At flotli let war's vi6lorrous fons exclaim ; 

In vain ! for pleafure is my real name; 

Nor envy thou the head with bays o'er-grown ;- 

No, feek thou rofcs to adorn thy own : 

For well each opening fcene, that claims my care,. 

Suits and deferves the beauteous crown I wear. 

Let others prune the vine ; the genial bowl 
Shall crown tky table, and enlarge thy foul. 
Let vulgar, hands explore the brilliant mine. 
So the gay produce glitter ftillon thine. 
[ndulgent Bacchus loads his labouring tree, 
A.nd, guarding, gives its cluftering fweets to me. 
For my lov'd train, Apollo's piercing beam 
Darts through the paflive glebe, and frames the geatt^ 
See in my caufe confenting gods employed. 
Nor flight thofe gods, their bleilings^ unenjoy'd t 
For thee the poplar (hall its amber drain ; 
For thee, in clouded beauty, fpring the cane j 
Some coftly tribute every clime fhall pay 5 
Some charming treafure every wind convey 5 
Each objeft round fome pleading fcene fhall yield ^ 
Art built thy dome, while nature decks thy field i 
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Of Corinth^'s order fhaill the ftrufture rife j 
The fpiring turrets glitter througli the ikies $ 
Thy coftly robe fhall gk>w with Tynan rays $ 
Thy vafe (hall fparkle, and thy cai- ihall blaze ; 
Yet thpUj whatever pomp the fun difplay, 
•Shalt own the amorous night exceeds the day. 

When melting flutes^ and fweetly-founding lyres 
Wake the gay loves, and cite the young dedres^ 
Or, in th* Ionian dance, fome favourite maid 
Improves the flame her fparkling eyes convey'd i 
Thinks canft thou quit a glowing Delia^s arms. 
To feed on virtue's vifionary charms j 
Or (light the joys which wit and youth engages 
Por the faint hono«r of a frozen fage ? 
To find dull envy cv'n that hope deface, 
JVnd, where you toil'd for glory, reap difgracc? 

G ! think that bea-uty waits on thy decree, 
JVnd thy lovM lovelieft charmer pleads with me, 
5he, whofe foft fmile, or gentler glance to move, 
You'vow"'d the wild extremities of love ; 
In whofe endearments years, like moments, flew; 
For whofe endearments millions feem"'d too few j 
She, fhe implores-j (he h'lds th6e feize the prime. 
And treffd with her the flowery traft of time 5 
Nor thus her lovely bloom of life beftow 
On fome rold lover, or infulting foe. 
Think, if againft that tongue thou canft rebel. 
Where love yet dweltj and realbn feem'd to dwell j 
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^at ftrong perfuafion arms her fofter fighs ! 
^hat full conviflJon fparkles in Tier eyes ! 

See nature fmiles, and birds falute the (hade, 
Vherc breathing jalrain fcreens the fleepimg maid s 
Vnd fuch her charms^ as to the vain may prove, 
Vmbition feeksmore humble joys than love ! 
There bufy toil fliall ne'er invade thy reign, 
>Ior fciences perplex thy labouring brain : 
3r none, but what with equal fwects invite j 
^or other arts, but to prolong delight : 
sometimes tliy fancy prune her tender wing. 
To praife a pendant, or to grace a ring ; 
To fix the drefs that fuits each varying mien ; 
To fhew where beft the cluftering gems are feen $ 
To figh foft ftrains along the vocal grove, 
And tell the charms, the fweet effefts of love ! 
Nor fear to find a coy dlfdainful Mufe ; 
Nor think the fidsfs will their aid refufe. 
Cool grots, and tinkling rills, or filent fliades. 
Soft fcencs of Icifure ! fuit th' harmonioits maids j 
And all the wife, and all the grave decree 
Some of that facred train ally^d to me. 

But if more fpecious eafe thy vnthcs claim. 
And thy breaft glow with faint defire of fame. 
Some fofter fcience (hall thy thoughts amufe. 
And leaming^s name a folemn found difRife : 
To thee all nature^s curious ftores I'll bring. 

Explain the beauties of an infe^'s wingj 
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The plant, which nature, lefs diffufely kind. 
Has to few climes with partial care confinM ; 
The fliell fhe fcatters with more.carelefs air. 
And, in her frolics, feems fupremely fair j 
The worth tliat dazzles in the tulip's ilains, 
'Or lurks beneath a pebble's various veins. 

Sleep's downy god, avjerfc to war's alarms^ 
. Shall o'er thy head diffiife his fofteft charms ; 
.Ere anxious thought thy dear repofe a/Tail, 
Or care, my moft deftruftive foe, prevail. 
The watery nymphs fliall tune the vocal vales^ 
.And gentle zephyrs harmonize their gales^ 
.' For thy repofe, inform, with rival joy. 
Their ftreams to murmur, and their winds to dgh. 
Thus (halt thou fpend the fweetly-^lowing day^ 
Till loft in blifs thou breath'ft thy foul away : 
Till ihe t' Elyfian bowers of joy repair, 
Nor find my charming fcenes exceeded there.** 
She ceas'd ; and on a lily*d bank reclin'd, 
. Her flowing robe ws^'d wanton with the wind i 
One tender hand her drooping head fuftains $ 
One points, expreflive, to the flowery plains. 
Soon the fond youth pereeiv'd her influence roll. 
Deep In his bceaft, to melt his manly foul : 
As when Favonius joins the folar blaze. 
And each fair fabric o£ the froft decays. 
Soon, to his breaft, the foft harangue convey*d 
Kefolves too partial to the fpecious maid. 
He figh'd, he gaz'd, fo fweetly fmil'd the dame ; 
Yet, fighing^ gazing^ fecm'd to fcorn his flame; 

A 
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\d, oft as virtue caught bis wandering eye> 

crimfon bluih condemned the riling figh. 

was fuch the lingering Trojan's fiiame betray "d, 

^kn Maia's fon the frown of Jove difplay'd : 

i^en wealtli, fame, empire^ could no balance prov^ 

or the foft reign of Dido, and of love. 

Hius ill with arduous glory love confpiret { 

^ft tender flames with bold impetuous fires ! 

Some hovering doubts his anxious bofom inov*d» 
^d virtue, zealous fair t thofe doubts improved. 
" Fly, fly, fond youth, the too indulgent maid^ 
^^ err, by luch fantafiic icenes betray M. 
^tough in my path the rugged thorn be feen, 
^nd the dry turf difclofe a fainter green ; 
iough no gay rofe or iloweiy produ6l fliine, 
be barren furface. ftlll conceals the mine. 
kb thorn that threatcn&y ev'n the weed that grows 
virtue'^s path, fqperior fweets bcftows—- 
-t fhould thofe boafted, fpecious toys allure, 
hence could fond floth tlie flattering gifts procure I 
be various wealth that tempts thy fond defire, 
is I alone, her greateft foe, acquire. 
^rom old ocean rob the treafurM fl»r^| 
through each region, latent gems exploi^e-; 
'was I the iiigged brilliant firft reveal'd^ 
f numerous fti'ata deep in earth conceal^d^ 
^18 I the furface yet refine, andlhow 
he modeft gem's intrinfic charms to glow* 
or fwells the grape, nor fpires its feeble tree 
^ithout th&.iinn fupports of i^uihry.* 
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But grant we (loth the fcene herfelf has drawir^ 
The mofly grotto, and the flowery lawn ; 
Let Philomela tune th* harmonious gale, 
And with each breeze eternal fweets exhale | 
Let gay Pomona flight the plains around. 
And chufe, for faircft fruits, the favour'd gixxund; 
To blefs the fertile rale fliould virtue ceafe. 
Nor mofly grots, nor flowery lawns could pleafe ; 
Nor gay Pomona*s lufcious gifts avatl> 
The .found harmonious, or the fpicy gale. 

Secft thou yon rocks in dreadful pomp arife, 
Whofe rugged cliffs deform th* encircling flcies ? 
Thofe fields, whence Phoebus all their moifture drai 
And, too profufely fond, difrobes the plains ? 
When I Touchfafe to tread the barren foil, 
Thofe rocks feem lovely, and thofe deferts fmile. 
The form thou view'ft, to every fcene with eafe 
Transfers its charms, and every fcene can pleafe. 
When I have on thofe pathlefs wilds appeared ; 
And the lone wanderer with my prefence chear*d ; 
Thofe cliffs the exile has with pleafure viewM^ 
And caird that defert blifsful folitude ! 

Nor I alone to fuch extend my care r 
Pair-blooming liealth furveys her altars there. 
Brown exercife will lead thee where fhe reigns* 
And witli reflected luftre gild the plains. 
With her, in flower of youth, and beauty^s pride, 
Her offspring, calm content and peace, refide. 
One ready offering fuits each neighbouring (hrtne \ 
And all obey their laws, who praftifc minc» 

I 
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"But health averfe from floth's fmooth region flies ^ 
Vnd, ill her abfencc, pleafure droops and dies, 
iier bright companicHis,' mirths delight, repofe. 
Smile where (he ftoiltSf and iicken when ihe goes. 
A. galaxy of powers ! whofeTorms appear 
Per ever beauteous, and for ever near. 

Nor will foft deep to (loth*s requeft incline. 
He from her couches flies unbid to mine. 

Vain is the (parkling bowl, the warbling ftrain, 
rh' incentive foing, the laboured viand vain I 
IVhere (he relentlefs reigns without control, 
^d thecks each ga;y excurfion of the foul : 
Jifmov^d* though beauty, deck'd in all its charms, 
}race the rich couch, and fpread the fofteft arms : 
rill joylefs indolence fuggefts defires j 
)r drugs are fought to fumlfli languid fires ; 
iuck' languid fires as on the vitals prey, 
Jarren of blifs, but fertile of decay. 
Is artful heats, applyM to thirfty lands, 
Voduce'iioflowers, and but debafe the fands: 

But let fair health her chearing fmiles impart> 
low fweet is nature, how fuperfluous art I 
I*is ihe the fountain's ready draught commends, 
bid fmdoths the flinty couch which fortune lends. 
Vnd when my hero from his toils retires, 
''ills his gay bofom with unufual fires, 
^-d, while no checks th' unbounded joy reprove, 
Vids and refines tlie genuine fweets of love, 
iis faireft profpe6^ rifmg trophies frame ; 
%[» fwceteil mufic rs the voice of fame j 
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Pleafures to (loth unj^nowni ihe never found 
How fair the profpe6l» or how fweet the found. 

See fame's gay ftrufluc^ from ^90 funupit chunn 
And fires the manly breaf^ to art^ or ^rm^ : 
Nor dread the ftecp afceAt, by which you rife 
From groveling vales to towers which rez^ch the fklie9 

Love, fame, cibem^ "t is labour muft acqiure j 
The fmiling offspring of a rigid fire ! 
To fix the friend, yoiu: fervice muft be ihewn 5 
All, ere they Iqv'd yqur meri^^ W'd their own. 
That won4ering Greece your portrait may admiitii 
That tuneful bards may firing for you their lyre, 
That boojcs may praife, or coins record your ngmcj 
Such, fuch rewards ^t is toil alone can claim 1 
And the fame column which difplays to view 
The conqueror's name, difplays the conc^ueft too. 

'Twas flow experince, tedious miftrefs ! tj^ught 
All that e'er nobly fpoke, pr bravely fought. 
"*Twas fhe the patj^ot, fhe tlie bard refined. 
In arts th^t fjerv?, proteft, or pleafe manl;ind. 
Not the vain viConjs of inaftive fchpols j 
Not fancy's, maxims, not opinioxi's rules, 
E'er form'd the man whofe generous warm^ extend* 
T' enrich his coun^, or to ferve Kis friends. 
On a6live worth the laurel war bellows : 
Peace rears her oliye for induftrious brows : 
Nor earth, uncultur'd, yields its kind fupplics : 
Nor heaven, its fhowers without a facrifiqe. 

See far below fuch groveling fcenes of fhamei. 
As lull to reft Ignayia's flumbering dame, 

2 He 
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erfriencb, from all the toils of fame fecure, 
lasl iagloriousy greater toils endure. 
oomM all to moum« -who in her cauie engage 
youth enervate, and a painful age ; 
fickly faplefs mafs, if reafon flies ; 
nd, if flie linger, impotently T^^ifel 
thoughtlefs train, who, pamperM, fleek, and gay, 
nte old age, and revel youth away ; 
om life's frefh vigour move the load of care, 
id idly place it where thy leaft can bear- 
hen to the mind, difeasM, for aid they fly, 
hat kind refle£lion ihall the mind fupply ? 
hen, with loft health, what (hould the lofs allay, 
ice, peace is loft ; a comforticfs decay ! 
t to my friends, when youth, wlien pleafure flies, 
i4 easth^« dim beauties fade before their eyes, 
irough death^s dark vifta flowery trails are feen, 
^fian plains, and groves for ever green, 
o'er their iives a refluent glance they caft, 
leir's is the prcfent who can praiie the paft. 
Fe has it» blifs for thefe, when paft its bloom, 
{ wither'd rofcs yield a late perfume. 
Serene, and fafc from paflion's ftormy rage, 
)w calm they glide into the port of age! 
' the rude voyage left depriv'd than eas'd^ 
ore tir'd than pain'd, and weaken'd than difeas'd. 
r health on age, 't is temperance muft beftow j 
id peace from piety alone can flow j 
id all the incenfe bounteous Jove requires, 
.8 fwcets for him who feeds the facred fires.— 

P a Sloth 
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Sloth views the towers of fame with envious eyes^ 
Dcfirous ftill, ftill impotent to rife. 
Oft, when refolv'd to gain thofe blifsful towcrsL, 
The penfive queen the dire afcent explores. 
Comes onward, wafted by the balmy trees. 
Some fylvan mufic, or fome fcented breeze : 
She turns lier head, her own gay realm ihe fpics, 
And all the fhort-liv'd refolution dies. 
Thus fome fond infe6^''s faultering pinions wave, 
Clafp'd in its favourite fweets, a lafting flave : 
And thus in vain thcfe charming vifions pleafe 
The wretch of glory, and the flave of cafe : 
Doom*d ever in ignoble ftate to pine, 
Boaft her own fcenes, and languiih after mine. 

But ihun her fnares : nor let the world exclaimi 
Tliy birth, which was thy glory, provM thy (hamc. 
With early hope thine infant aflions fir'd 5 
Let manhood crov/n what infancy infpirM. 
Let generous toils re>^'ard with health thy days. 
Prolong thy prime, and eternize thy praife. 
The bold exploit that charms th' attefting age. 
To latcft times (hall generous hearts engage j 
And with that myrtle ftiall thy flirine be crown'd. 
With which, alive, thy graceful brows were bound : 
Till time fhall bid thy virtues freely bloom. 
And raife a temple where it found a tomb. 

Then in their fcafts thy name ftiall Grecians join; 
Shall pour tlie fparkling juice to Jove's and thine. 

Thiic, 
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e, us'd in war, (hall i-aife their native fire j 

B, usM in peace, their mutual faith infpire. 

efs perhaps, through want of fight, may blame, 

fpleen, with odious indu(hy, defame ; 

that, the honours given,, with wonder view, 

this, in fecret fadnefs, own them due : 

smpt and envy were by fate defign'd 

•ival tyrants which divide mankind ; 

tmgt, which none, but who deferve, can bear 3 

e envy's wounds the fmiles of fame repair. 

.now, the genesous thine exploits fhall fire, 

e every friend It fuits thee to require, 

I by the gods, and, till their feats I fhew, 

I by the good their images below." 

ife, lovely maid, fair daughter of the ikies ! 

fuide ! my queen ! th' extatic youth replies. 

ec I trace a form defign'd for fway ; 

rh chiefs may court, and kings with pride obey« 

by thy bi'ight immortal friends I-fwear, 
fair idea ihall no toils impair, 
me ! Q lead me where whole hofts of foes 
form depreciate, and thy friends oppofe I 
ome all toils th' inequal fates decree, 
e toils endear thy faithful' charge to thee. 
be my cares, to bind th' oppreiUve hand, 
cniih the fetters of an injur'd land : 
jc the monger's noxious life refign'd, 
tyrants quelPd, the monfters of mankind ! 
re fhall fmile to view the vanquifli'd brood, 
none, but envy, riot unfubdued^ 

P 3 V>^ 
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In cloifter'd ftate let felfifh fages dwell, 
Pnoud that their heart is narrow as their cell I 
And boaft their mazy labyrinth of rules. 
Far lefs the friends of virtue, than the fools s 
Yet fiich.in vain thy favouring finilet pretend; 
For he is thme, who ptovies his coyntry^ friend. 
Thus when my life well-fpcnt the good enjoy. 
And the mean envious labour to deftroy j 
When, ^ngly lur'd by fame's cohtiguoas -ftawfi, 
I yet devote my choicer vows to thine ; 
If all my toils thy promisM favour claim, 
O lead thy favomite through the gates of fame ! 
He ceasM his vows, and, with difdainful air. 
He tumM to blaft the late exuitii^ fair. 
But vanifli'd, fled to fome more friendly fhore. 
The confcious phantom's beauty pleas'd no more > 
Comnnc'd, her fpurious charms of drefs and face 
Claim d a quick conqueft, or a fure difgrace. 
Fantaftic power ! whofe tran£cnt charms allur'd. 
While error's mift the reafoning mind obfcur'd : 
Not fuch the viflrefs, vrrttie's conftast queen, 
EndurM the teft of trudi, and dar'd be feen. 
Her brightening form and fcatimes fccm'd to ow8| 
'T was all her wifli, her intcrcft, to be known : 
And when his longing view the fair dedtnM, 
Left a full image of her charmi» behind. 

Thus reigns the moon, vrith furtive Q)tendbr drown'4 
While glooms opprefs us, and thick fliadcs furround. 

2ut 
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But let the fource of Kght its beams diiplayy 
Languid and faint the ihimic flames decay, 
\nd all the £ckeiiing fptendor ftdes sway. 



The Pro OR £88 of TASTE. 

o R, . 

The Fatb of DEL TC A C Y. 

\ POEM on the Temper and Studies of the 
Author ; and how great a Misfortune it is, 
for a Man of fmall Eflate to have much Tastb. 

PART the FIRST. 

n E R H A P S fome oloud eclipsM the day, 
* When thus I tun'd my penfive lay. 
< The fliip is launchM-— ^ve catch the gaie«« 
)n lifers extended ocesm fail : 
or happinefs our courfe we bend, 
ur ardent cry^ our general end I 
ety ah ! the fcenes which tempt our car^ 
US like the forms difpersM in air, 
11 dancing near diforderM eyes ; 
d wcakeft his, who beft defcries ! 
let me not my birth -right barter, 
r wilhirig is the poet's charter ; 
bards have leave to wifti what 's wanted, m 

igh few e'er found their wifhes granted j 

P 4 '&lL\K&&t^ 
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Extenfive field $ where poets pride them 
In finging all that is denyM them.) 

For humble eafe, ye powers ! I pray ; 
That plain warm fuit for ev*ry day ! 
And pleafure^ and brocade, beftow ^ 
To flaunt it-— once a month, or fo. 
The firft for conftant wear we want 5 
The firft, ye powers \ for ever grant 5 . 
But conftant wear the laft befpatters. 
And turns the tiflue into tatters. 

Where'er my vagrant courfe I bend, , 
Let me fecure one faithful fnend. . 
Let me, in public fcenes, reqncft 
A friend of wit and tafte, well drefs'd ; . 
And, if I muft not hope fucli favour, 
A friend of wit and tafte, however. 

Alas! that wifdom ever ihuns- 
To congregate her fcatter'd fons ; 
Whofe nervous forces well combined 
Would win the field, and fway mankind*. 
The fool will fqueeze, from morn to nighty 
To fix his follies full in fight; 
The note he ftrike», the plume he fhows, 
Attra6l whole flights of fops and beaux ; 
And kindred- fools, who ne'er had known himy 
Flock at the fight j carefs, and own him. 
But ill-ftarr'd fenfe, nor gay nor loud. 
Steals foft on tip-toe, through the crowd i 

Conv 
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Conveys Ills meagre form between j 
And Aides, like pervious air, unfeen : 
Contrails his known tenuity, ' 

As though 'tv^erc ev'na crime, to be s 
Nor ev'n permits, his. eyes to ftray, 
And win acquaintance in their way. 

In company, fo mean his air. 
You fcarce are confcious he is- tliere : . 
Till from fome nook,, like (harpenM ftcel'^, 
Occurs his facets thin profile. 
Still Teeming, from the gazer's eye, 
Like Venus, newly bath'd, to fly. 
Yet, while relu6kant he difplays 
His real gem s> before the blaze, 
The fool hath,, in its center, plac'd' 
His tawdry ftock of painted pafte. 
DifusM to fpeak, he tries his ikill ; 
Speaks coldly, and fucceeds but ill $ 
His penfive manner, dulnefs deemed ; 
His modcfty,. referve efteemMi 
His wit unknown, his learning vain>. 
He wins not one of all the train. 
And thofe who, mutually known. 
In friendihip^s faireft lift had (hone, 
Lefs prone, than pebbles, to unite. 
Retire to ihades from public fight ; 
Grow ravage, quit their foclal nature | 
And ftarve, to ftudy mutual fatire. 

But friends, and favourites, to chagrin them. 
Find counties, countries, feas between them ; 
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Meet once a year, then part, and then 
Retirihg, wifli to meet a^in. 

Sick of tlie thought, 1« me ^r&fidt. 
Some human form tb grJace my =iide 5 
At hand, where'er I fllape AiyccJurft j 
An ufeful, pliant, ibHcing-'hOfft'I 

No gefture free from fbtne grlltiiee ; 
No feam, without its ttlare of laee j 
But, mark'd with gold or fllver either. 
Hint where his coat was jpiec'd together. 
His legs be lerigthen'd, I adirife. 
And dockings rollM abridge his thighs. 
What though Vandyck had other rules. 
What had Vandyck to do with fools ? 
Be nothing wanting, but his mind ; 
Before, a folitaire 5 behind, 
A twifted ribbon, like the track 
Which nature gives an afs's back. 
Silent as midnight ! pity 'twere 
His wifdom's (lender wealth to (hare I 
And, whilil in flocks our fancies (b-ay. 
To wifli the poor man's lamb away. 

This form attracting every eye, 
I ftrole all unregarded by : 
This v^rards the jokes of every kind^ 
As an umbrella fun or wind ; 
Or, like a fpunge, abforbs the fallies. 
And peftilential fumes of malice j 
Cr, like a fplendid (hield, is fit 
^o fcrcen the templar's random wit 5 



MORAL PIECES* rtf 

Or what fomc gentler cit lets fall. 
As wool -packs quafti the leaden balL 

Allufions thefe of weaker force. 
And apter ftill the ftaHdng-horie ! 

O let me wander all unfeen. 
Beneath the fan^lion of bis mien ! 
As lilies foft, as rojfes fair ^ 
Empty as air-pumps drain'd of air I 
With fteady eye and pace remark 
The fpeckled flock that haunts the park • f 
Level my pen with woiidrons heed 
At follies flocking there to feed : 
And, as my fatire bnrfls amain. 
See, feathered foppery ftrew the plain. 
Bat when I feek my rural grove. 

And (hare the peaceful haunts I love, 

Let none of this unhallow'd train 

My fweet fequefter'd paths profane. 

Oft may fome polifti'd virtuous friend 

To the foft-winding vales defcend j 

And love with me inglorious things. 

And fcom with me the pomp of kings : 

And check me, when my bofom bums 

For ftatues, paintings, coins, and urn$» 

For I in Damon^s prayer could join. 

And Damon's wifli might now be mine*— 

But all difpersM ! the wifti, the prayer. 

Arc driven to mix with comnran air« 

PART 

• St. James*! • 
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PART THE SECOND. 

TT O W happy once was Damon^s lot, 
'■• ■■• While yet romantic fchemes were not ! 
Ere yet he fent his weakly eyes. 
To plan frail caftles in the fkies ; 
Forfaking pleaiures cheap and common. 
To court a blaze, ftill flitting from one. 

Ah happy Damon ! thrice and more, 
Had tafte ne'er touchM thy tranquil ftiorel 

Oh days I wlien to a girdle ty'd 
The couples Jingled at his fide ; 
And Damon fwoi*e he would not barter 
The fportfman's girdle, for a garter ! 

Whoever came to kill an hour. 
Found eafy Damon in their power ; 
Pure focial nature all his guide, 
** Damon had not a grain of pride," 

He wifh'd not to elude the fnares 
Which knavery plans i and craft prepares ; 
But rather wealth to crown tlieir wiles ; 
And win their univerial fmiles : 
For who are chearf\il, who at eafe. 
But tliey who cheat us as they pleafe ? 

He wink'd at many a grofs defign. 
The new-fairn calf might countermine : 
Thus every fool allow'd his merit 5 
** Yes I Damon had a generous fpirit !'* 
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A coxcomb's jcft, however vile, 
(Tas lure, at ieaft, of Damon^s fmile : 
*liat coxcomb ne'er denied him fenfe :; 
or why ? it prov'd his own pretence : 
Jl ownM, were modefty away, 
amon could (hine as much as they. 
When wine- and folly came in feafon, 
>amon ne'er 'ftrove to fave his reafon j 
bnoxicus to the mad uproar : 
L fpy upon a hoftile ihore ! 
fwas this his company endear'd ; 
lirth never came till he appear'd : 
lis lodgings — every drawer could fhow iliem ; 
The (lave was kick'd, who di'd not know them; 
Thus Damon, ftudious oF his eafe, 
\jid pleafmg all, whom mirth could plcafc j 
Defy'd the world, ''like idle Colley, 
To fliew a fofter word than folly. 
Since wifdom's gorgon-(hieId was known 
To ftare the gazer into (lone ; 
He chofe to truft in folly's charm. 
To keep his breaft alive and warm. 

At length grave learning's fober train 
Remarked tV.e tiifler with dlfdaio 5 
The fons of tafte contcmn'd his ways, 
And rai\k\i him with the brutes that graze ; 
WTiiie they to nobler heights afpir'd, 
Ajid grew belov'd, efteem'd, admir'd. 

Hence with our youth, not void of fpirit, 
His old companions loft their merit : 
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And every kind v^elUnaUwM fot 
Seem'd a dull play, without a plot } 
Where every yawaiag gucft s^ees. 
The willing creaUice ftrives to pleaff * 
But temper never could amyfe ; 
It barely led u* to excufe-j 
'Twas true, conyerfing they ayer^d. 
All they had jfeen, or felt or heard : 
Talents of weight ! for wights liketlicfe. 
The law might chufe for witneffes : 
But fure th' atteiling dry nairation 
111 fuits a judge of convcrfation- 

* What were their freedoms ? mey^ excufes 
To vent ill-manners, btews, and bruiies. 
Yet freedom, gallant freedom I hailing. 
At form, at form, inceiTant railing. 
Would they examin^ each oflfence. 
Its latent caufe, its known pretence, 
Punftilio ne'er was known to breed them^ 
So fure as fond prolific freedom. 
Their courage ? but a loaded gun 5 
Machine the wife would wifli to (hun 5 
Its guard unfafe, its lock an ill one. 
Where accident naight fire and kill one. 

In (hort, difgufted out of roeafure, 
Through much contempt, and flendcr pleafurc. 
His fenfe of dignity returns ; 
His native pride his bofom bums j 

• Boifterous mirth. 
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He fecks j«{peft-*-but how to gaia.it ? 
Wit, fecial mirth, coul4]»&*er: obtain it : 
And laughter, \vhei:e ij^ reigns v.Qc;heckM» 
Difcards and difltpa.tes i*ei^e^. 
The man vfrhp gravely bows^ enjoys k j 
But (baking h^ds, at once, deftroys it. 
Precai:ipus plant* .which, freih and gay» 
Shrinks at the touchy and; £uie8 away ! 

' Come then, referve ! yet from thy ti-aiii 
BaniAi contempt^ and cuf(^ di&ku4[ii 
Teach me, he cryM, thyimagic art, 
.To a6l the decent di Aant part : 
To huib^nd well my G«mplai£incc, 
Nor let eV'n wit tpo far advance i 

But chufe calm reafon for my theme. 

In thefe her royal realms Aipreme ; 

And o^er h«r channs, witl^ caution Ihown, 

Be ftill a graceful umbrage throwQ ^ 

And eadvahnqpter period crowned, 

With nod^,. and winks, and ^iles profound, 

Till, refcued from tlie crowd beneath. 

No more with pain to move or br^iktlie> 

I rife with head elate, to (hare 

Salubrious^dfaughts of purer air. 

Refpe6l is won by grave pretence 

And filence, fuxer ev'n than fenfe— 
'Tis hence the facred grandeur Iprings 

Of Eaftem— ai^d of otlier kings. 

Or whence this awe to virtue due. 

While virtue 's diftaut as Peru ? 
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Tlie flieathlds fword the guard displays, 
Which round emits- its dazzling rays ; 
The ftately fort, the turrets tall, 

• Fortcullis'd gate, and battled wall, 
JLefs fcrecns the body, than controls, 

..And wards contempt from royal ibuls. 

The crowns they wear but check the eyj, 
Before it fondly pierce too nigh j 
That dazzled crowds may be employed 
Around the furface of— the void. 
O ! 'tis the flatefhian'sicraft profound 
To fcatter his amufements round ! 
To tempt us fpom their confcious breafi, 
-Where full-fledg'd crimes enjoy their neft. 
Nor awes us.^very worth reveard 
So deeply, as each vice concealed. 

The lordly log, difpatchM of yoro, 
Tliat the frog people might adore. 
With guards to keep them at adiftance. 

Had reignM, nor wanted wit's afliftancc4 
Nay— had addreffes from his nation, 
In praife of log-adminiftration« 

PART THE THIRD. 

^T^ HE buoyant fires of youth were o*er, 
-*- And fame and finery. pleas'd no more $ 
Produ6^ive of that general ftare. 
Which, cool refleftion ill can bear I 
And, crowds commencing mere vexation^ 
Jlttirement fent its invitation. 
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Romantic fcenes of pendent hills. 
And verdant vales, and falling rills. 
And mofly bankc, the fields adorn. 
Where Damon, fimple fwain, was bom. 

The Dryads rear'd a ihady grove 5 
Where, luch as think, and fuck as love. 
May fafely figh their fummer's day j 
Or mufe their filent hours away. 

The Oreads lik'd the climate well | 
hnd taught the level plain to fwell 
In verdant mounds, from whence the eye 
Might all their larger works defcry. 

The Naiads poured their urns around, 
From nodding rocks o>r vales profound. 
rhey formM their ftreams to pleafe the vicw^ 
\nd bade them wind, as ferpents do : 
\nd having (hewn them where to dray, 
rhrew little pebbles in their way, 

Thefc <Fancy, all^fagacious maid, 
flad at their feveral talks jfurvey'd : 
>he iaw and fmil'd ; and oft would lead 
Our Damon's foot o'er hill and mead ; 
There, with defcriptive finger, trace 
The genuine beauties of the place 5 
And when ihe all its charms had fhewn, 
Prefcribe improvements of her own. 

** See yonder hill, fo green, fo round, 
Its htom with ambient beeches crownM ! 
*Twould well become thy gentle care 
7 raife a dome to Venus there ; 
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PleasM would the nymphs thy zeal ftirvey ; 
And Venus, in their arms> repay. 
^Twas fuch a (hade, and fuch a nook. 
In fuch 9 vale, near fuch a brook ; 
From fuch a rocky fragment fpringingj 
That fam'rd Apollo chofe, to fing in. 
There let an . altar wrought with art 
Engage thy tuneful patron's heart. 
How charming there to mufc and warbJc 
, Beneath his buft of breatliing marble ! " 
With lAirel wreath and mimic lyre, 
That crown a poefs vaft defire. 
Then, near it, fcoop the vaulted cell 
Where Mufic's * charming maids may dwe; 
Prone to indulge thy tender paffion. 
And make thee many an afTignation. 
Deep in the grove's obfcure retreat 
Be placM Minerva's facred feat j 
There let her awful turret? rife, 
(For wifdom flies from vulgar eyes :) 
There her calm diftates (halt thou hear 
Diftin6lly ftrlke thy liftening ear : 
And who would (hun the pleafmg labour. 
To have Minerva for his neighbour?" 

In fhort, fo charm'd each wild i'uggeftion 
Its truth was little call'd in queftion : 
And Damon dreamt he faw the fawns, 
And Nymphs, diftinftly, (kim the lawns ; 

♦ The IVJufcs. 
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V trac'd amid the trees, and then 
k in the circling Aiades again. 
th leer oblique their lover viewing -• 
d Cupid— panting — andpurfuing— 
icy, enchanting fair, he cry'd, 
thou my goddefs 1 thou my guide I 

• thy bright vifions I defpife 

lat foes may think, or friends advifc. 
c feigp'd concern, when folks furvey 
pence, time, ftudy, caft away $ 
e real fpleen, with which they fee : 
leafe myfeif, and follow the2. 
Thus glow'd his breaft by fancy warm*d 5 
id thus the fairy land (kip charm'd. 
t moft he hop'd his conftant care 
ght win the favour of the fair ; 
id, wandering late through yonder glade, 
thus tlie foft defign betray'd. 

• Ye doves ! for whom I rear'd the grove, 
ith metting lays falute my love 1 

y Delia with your notes detain, 
I have rear'd the grove in vain ! 
; flowers ! which early fpring fupplies, 
fplay at once your brighttfl: dyes ! 
lat (he your opening charms may fee^ 

• what were elfe your charms to me ? 
ind zephyr ! brufli each fragrant flower, 
nd ihed its odours round my bower 5 

: ne'er again, O gentle wind I 
lall I, in thee, refre(hment find. 
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Ye ftreams, if e'er your basks I lov'd. 
If e'er your native founds improved, 
May each foft murmur foothe my fsar j 
Or, oh, 'twill deepen my defpair ! 
Be fure, ye willows ! you be feen 
Array'd in livelieft robes of green ; 
Or I will tear your Aighted boughs, 
And let them fade around my brows. 
And thou, my grot ! whofc lonely bound? 
The melancholy pine iurrounds ! 
May ihe admire tliy peaceful gloom, 
Or thou (halt prove her lover's tomb." 

And now the lofty domes were rear'd ; 
jLoud laughM the fquireis, the rabble ftar'd^. 

** See, neighbours, what our Damon "s d 
I think feme folks are fond of ruin ! 
I faw his iheep at random ftray— . 
But he has thrown his crook away-* 
And builds Tuch huts, as in foul weather^ 
Are fit for iheep nor Shepherd neither." 

Whence came the fober fwain mifled ? 
Why, Phoebus put it in his head. 
Phoebus befriends him, wp are told 5 
And Phoebus coins bright tons of gold, 
'Twere prudent not to be fo vain on 't, 
I think he 'II never touch a grain on 't. 
And if, from Phoebus, and his Mufe, 
Mere earthly lazinefs enfues j 
'Tis plain, for aught that I can fay^ 
The Devil infpires, as well as they. 
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So they— while fools of groifer kind, 
Lefs weeting what our bard defign*d» 
Impute his fchemes to real evil ) 
That in the& haunts he met the Devil. 

He own'dy though their advice was vain« 
It fuited wights who trod the plain : 
For dulnefs— though he might abhor it— i 
In them he made allowance for it< 
Nor wonder'dy if> beholding mottos> 
And umsy and domes, and cells, and grottos^ 
Folks, little dreaming of the Mufes, 
Were plagu*d to guefs tlieir proper ufes. 

But did the Mufes haunt liis cell i i 

Or in his dome did Venils dwell i 
Did Pallas in his counfels (hare ? 
The Delian god reward his prayer ? 
Dr did Ills zeal engage the fair ? 
When all the ftru6lures ihone compleat | 
Mot much convenient, wondrous neat ; 
^omM with gilding, panting, plantingy 
A.nd the fair guefts alone were wanting j 
Ah, me ! (*twas Damon^s own confcflioi>) 
Came poverty and took pofTefRon. 

PART THE FOURTH/ 

W/ H Y droops my Damon, whilft he roves 
^ ^ Through ornamented meads and groves ? 
Near columns, obeliikS) and fpires, 
Whkh every critic eye admftrcs ? 
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'Tis poverty, deteftcd maid. 
Sole tenant of their ample fhadc ! 
'Tis flie, that robs him of his eafe ; 
And bids their very charms difpleafe. 
But ]i6w, by fancy long controul'd. 
And with the fons of tafte enroll'd. 
He deem*d it fhameful to commence 
Firft minifter to common fenfe : 
Far more elated, to purfue 
The loweft taik of dear vcrtii. 

And now behold his lofty foul. 
That whilom flew from pole to polt. 
Settle on fome elaborate ffower ; 
And, like a bee, the fweets devour f 
Now, of a Tofe enamour'd, prove 
The wild folicitudes of love \ 
Now, in a lily's cup enfhrin'd. 
Forego the commerce of mankind ! 

As in thefe toils he wore away 
The calm remainder of his day ; 
Conducing fun, and (hade, and fhower. 
As moft might glad the new-born flo^r, 
So fate ordainM before his eye — 
Starts up the long- fought butterfly ! 
Whi4e, fluttering round, her plumes unfoM 
Celeftial crimfon, dropt with gold. . 

Adieu, yc bands of flowerets fair ! 
The living beauty claims his care, 
For this he ftrips— nor bolt, nor chain. 
Could Damoa''s warm purlijlt reftrain. 



, M O R A L PIECES.. %yi 

See him o'er hill, morafs, or mound, 
Where'^er the (peckled game is found. 
Though bent with age, with zeal purfue ; 
And totter, towards the prey in view. 

Nor rock, nor ftream, his fleps retard. 
Intent upon the bleft reward ! 
One vaffal fly repays the chace ! 
Awing, a film, rewards the race ! 
Rewards him, though difeafe attend. 
And in a fatal furfeit end. 
So fierce Camilla ikimmM the plain, 
Smit with the purple''s pleafing flain. 
She ey'd intent the glittering flranger. 
And knew, alas ! nor fear, nor danger : 
Till deep within her panting heart. 
Malicious fate impcird the dart ! 

How fhidious he what favourite food 
Regales dame nature's tiny brood ? 
Whatjunkets fat the filmy people > 
And«what liqueurs diey chufe to tipple ! 

Behold him, at fome crife, prefcribe, 
And raife with drugs the fickening tribe ! 
Or haply, when their fpirits fau'ter. 
Sprinkling my Lord of Cloyne's tar-water. 

When nature^s brood of infers dies. 
See how he pimps for amorous flies ! 
Sec him the timely fuccour lend her. 
And help the wantons to engender 1 

Or fee him guard their pregnant hour j 
Exert his foft obdetric power : 

0^4 KsA 



a3ft SHENSTONE'S POEMS. 

And, lending each his lenient hand. 
With new-born grubs enrich the land ! 

• O Wilks ! what poet's loftieft lays 
Can match thy labours, and thy praife ? 
Immortal fage ! by fate decreed 
To guard the moth's illuftrioTis breed; 
Till fluttering fwarms on fwantis ariie. 
And all our wardrobes teem with flies I 

And muft we praiie this tafte for toys ^ 
Admire it then in girls and boys. 
Ye youths of fifteen years, or more, 
Hefign your moths— tlie feafon 's o'er, 
Tis time more focial joys to prove ; 
"'Twere now yoyr nobler talk— to love. 
Let * • ♦ *'8 eyes more deeply warm > 
Nor, flighting nature's faireft form. 
The bias of your fouls determine 
Towards the mean love of nature's vermin:* 

But, ah ! how wondrous few have known^ 
To give each ftage of life its own I 

'Tis the pretexta's utmofl: bound. 
With radiant purple edg'd around. 
To pleafe the child ; whofe glowing dyea 
Too long delight maturer eyes ; 
And few, but with regret, affume 
The plain-wrought labours of tlie loom* 

A 

* Alluding to moths and butterflies delineated 
Benjamin Wilks. See his very expenfive propofeli 
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Ah ! let not me by fancy fteer. 
When life's autumnal clouds appear } 
Nor ev'n in learning's long delays 
Confume my faireft, fiiiitlefs days : 
Like \dm, who (hould in armour fpend 
The fums that armour fhould defend. 

A while, in pleafure's myrtle bower. 
We ihare her fmiles> and blefs her power i 
But find at laft, we vainly ftrive 
To fix the worfl Coquette alive. 

O you ! that with adiduous flame 
Have long purfued the faithlefs dame | 
Porfake her foft abodes a while. 
And dare her frown, and flight her finilew' 
Nor fcom, whatever wits may (ay. 
The foot-path road, the king's high-v^y. 
No more the fcrtipulous charmer teize^ 
But feek the roofs of honeft eafe j 
The rival fair, no more purfued. 
Shall there with forward pace intrude ; 
Shall there her every art efTay^ 
To win you to her flighted fway j 
And grant your fcom a glance more faiif 
Than e'er flie gave your fondeft prayer* 

But would you happinefs purfuc ? 
Partake both eafe, and pleafure too ? 
Would you, through all your days, difpenft 
The joys of reafon, and of fenfe ? 

I Oi 
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Or give to life the mod you can. 
Let focial virtue fliajie the plan. 
For does not to the virtuous deeed 
A train of pleafing fweets fuccced ? 
Or, like the fweets of wild defire, 
, Did focial pleafures ever tire ? 

Yet midft die groupe be fome preferred. 
Be fome abhorrM—for Damon err'd: 
And fuch there are— of fair addrefs — 
As 't were unfocial to carefs. 
O learn ^y reafon's equal rule 
To fliun the praife of knave, or fool I 
Then, thoiSigh you deem it better ftill 
To gain fome ruftic Tquire's good will j 
And fouls, however mean or vile, 
Like features, brighten by a fmile j 
Yet reaiibn holds it for a crime. 
The trivial'breaft fliould ihare thy time v 
And virtue, with relu6lant eyes. 
Beholds tliis human facrifice ! 

Through deep refervc, and air ereft, 
Miftaken Damon won rcfpe6l 5 
But could the fpecious homage pafs, 
With any creature, but an afs ? 
If confcious, they who fear'd the fkin. 
Would jTcom the fluggifh brute within. 
What awe-ftruck flaves the towers enclofe, 
Where Perfian monarchs eat and doze I 



1 
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t proftratp reverence all agree, 

»ay a prince they never fee • 

3 vaffals of a royal throne I 

/ophi's virtues muft be fliewn, 

nake the reverence his own. 

s fat Thalia— wouldft thou make her 

• bride without a portion?— take her^ 

will with duteous • care attend, 

1 all thy duteous hours befriend ; 

I fwell thy joys, will ihare thy pain ; 
th thee rejoice, with thee complain ; 

II fmooth thy pillow, pleat thy bowers ^ 
d bind thy aching head with flowers. 

t be this previous maxim known, 

hou canft feed on lov& alone : 

bleft with her, tliou canft fuftain 

ntcmpt, and poverty, and pain : 

fo — then rifle all her graces — 

id fruitful be your fond embraces. 

Too foon, by caitifF-fpleen infpir'd, 

je Damon to his groves rctir'd : 

(le path difclaim'd by fober reafon j 

:tircment claims a later feafon ; 

e a6live youth and warm defures 

ive quite withdrawn their lingering fires* 

'itli the warm bofom, ill agree, 

r limpid ftream, or fliady tree. 

JVC lurks within the rofy bower, 

nd claims the fpeculative hour i 

mbition finds his calm retreat, 

.nd bids his pulfe too fiercely bc?Lt\ '^n* 
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Ev^n focial friendfhip duns his ear^ 
And cites him to the public fphere. 
Does he refift their gemiine force ? 
His temper takes ibrae fpoward courfc } 
Till paffion, mifdire^bd, fighs 
For weed8> or ihellsy or grubs^ or flics I 

Far happieft he, whofe early days 
Spent in the focial paths of prai{e» 
Leave, fairly printed on his mind, 
A train of virtuous deeds behind : 
From this rich fund, tlie memory drawft 
The lafting meed of felf-applaufe* 

Such fair ideas lend their aid 
To people their fequciler'd fliade. 
Such are the naiads, nymphs, and fauns. 
That haunt his floods, or chear his lawns* 
If, where his devious ramble ftrays. 
He virtue's radiant form furvcys j 
She feems no longer now to wear 
The rigid mien, the frown fevere *; 
To ihew him her remote abode j 
To point the rocky arduous road t 
^Ut from each flower, his fields alk)w> 
She twines a garland for his brow. 

OEC< 

* Alluding to— the allegoiy in Cebcs's tablets 
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OECONOMY, 
\ RHAPSODY, flddreffed to yopiig Poets« 

' Infanisi omnes gdh'dis quaequnque lacernis 
*' Sunt tibi, Nafonts Virgiliofque vides.'* Mart^ 

PART the FIRST. 

r^ O you, ye bards ! whofe layifh breaft requiix^ 

■- This monitory lay, the ftrains belong $ 

or tliink fome mifer vents his fapient faw, 

r fome dull cit, unfeeling of the charms 

hat tempt profnfion, (ings ; wbile friendly zeal, 

guard from fatal ills the tribe he loires, 

fpires the meaneft of the Mufes' train ! 

kc you I loath the groveling progeny, 

Tiofe wily arts, by creeping time matured, 

dvance them high on power'*s tyrannic throne : 

lord it there in gorgeous ufelefTnefs, 

nd fpum fuccefslels worth that pines below ! 

See the rich churl, amid the focial fons 

* wine and wit, regaling ! hark he joins 

the free jeft delighted ! feems to (hew 

meliorated heart ! he laughs ! he fings ! 

ngs of gay import, madrigals of glee, 

id drunken anthems fet agape the board. 

lePena^es^ in theplajr^ benign SMid mild. 

Ani 
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And pouring fortli benevolence of foul, 
Till Micio -wonders : or, in ShakeQ>ear'« line, 
Obftrcperous Silence ; drowning Shallow^s voice. 
And (lartling FalftafT, and his mad compeers. 

He owns 'tis prudence, ever and anon. 
To fmooth his careful brow ! to let his purfe ' 

"Ope to a fixpence's diameter ! 
He likes our ways ; he owns the ways of wit 
Are ways of pieafaunce, and deferve regard. 
True we arc dainty good fociety. 
But what art thou ? alas ! confider well. 
Thou bane of fecial pleafure, know thyfelf. 
Thy fell approach, like fome invafive damp 
Breath'd through the pores of eaith from Stygian cav«, 
Deftroy the lamp of mirth j the lamp which we 
Its flamens boaft to guard : we know not how, 
But at thy fight the fading flame aflfumes 
A ghaftly blue, and in a ftench expires. 

True, thou feem'ft chang'd ; all fainted, all enflcy'd 
The trembling tears that charge thy melting eyes 
Say thou art honeft, and of gentle kind. 
But all is falfc ! an intermitting figh 
Condemns eachjiour, each moment giv'n to fmiles, 
And deems thofe only loft, thou doft not lofe. 
Tv'n for a demi groat, this open'd foul. 
This boon companion, this elaftic breaft 
Revibratcs quick ; and fends the tuneful* tongue 
To lavlfli nvaiic on the nigged walls 
<pf limie dark dungeon. Hence thou caitiff, fly 1 
Touch not my glafs, nor drain my facred bowl. 
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lonfter, ingrate ! beneath one common fky 

Vhy ihouldlt thou breathe ? beneath one common roof 

Thou ne*er (halt harbour j nor my little boat 

deceive a foul with crimes to prefs it down. 

30 to thy bags, thou recreant! hourly go, 

\.nd, gazing there, bid them be v/it, be mirth, 

Je converfation. Not a face that fmiles 

\dmit thy prelbnce I not a foul that glows 

rVith focial purpo:t, bid or ev'n or mom 

nveft the happy! but when life declines, 

wfay thy fure heirs ftand tittering round thy bed, 

\.nd, ufhei'irg in their farourites, burft thy locks, 

\nd fill their lamps with gold ; till want and care * 

With joy depart, and ciy, " Wc a(k no more.*' 

Ah never never may tlr harmonious mind 
Endure the worldly! poets, ever void 
If £Tailc, diftruftlefs, fcom the treafur'd gold, 
\nd fpurn the mifer, fpum his deity. 
ialancM with friendship, in the poet*s eye 
The rival fcale of intereft kicks the beam. 
Than lightning fwifter. From his cavern'd ftore 
The fordid foul, witli felf-applaufe, remarks 
The kind propenfity ; remarks and fm^es. 
And hi2;s with impious hafte to fpread the fnare. 
Him wc deride, and in our comic fcenes 
Contemn tlie niggard form Molierc has drawn. 
We loath with juftice; but alas the pain 
To bow the knee before this calf of gold ; 
Implore liis envious aid, and meet his frov^n I 

4 %«3lL 
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But 'tis not Gomezy 'tis not he whofe heart 
Js crufted o'er with droTs, whofe callous miiKl 
Is fenfelefs as his gold, the flighted Muie 
Intenfely loaths. 'Tis Aire no equal taflc 
To pardon him, who laviihes his wesilth 
X)n racer, fox-hound, .hawk, or.fpaniel, all 
But hiunan merit j who with gold eflays 
All, but the nobleft pkafure, to remove 
The want of genius, and its /miles enjoy. 

But y u, ye titled youths ! whoie nobler ze4 
Would bumifli o'er -your coronets with fame j 
,\Vho liften pleas'd when poet tunes his layj 
Permit him not, in diihmt folitudes. 
To pine, to iangui^i out the fleeting hours 
Of aftivc youth ! then virtue pants for praife 
That feafon unadom'd, the carekfs bard 
Quits your worn threfhold, and like honeft Gay 
Contemns the niggard boon ye time fo ill. 
Your favors then, like trophies given the ton^, 
Th' enfiranchis'd fpirit foaring not perceives, 
*Or (corns perceiv'd; and execrates the fmiie 
Which bade his vigorous bloom, to treachecous ho 
And fervilc cares a prey, expire in vain ! — 

Two lawleis powers, engag'd by mutual hate 
In endlefs war, beneath their flags enroll 
The vaffal world. This avarice is nam'd. 
That luxury 5 'tis true their partial friends 
Allign them fofter names ; ufurpers both j 
That fhare by dint of aims the legal throne 
*Qf juft oeconoroy ; yet both betray 'd 
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frsmdfiil minifters. The niggard chief, 
ening to want, all faithlcfs, and prepared 
join each moment in his rival's train, 
condu6l models by the needlefs fears 
; flave infpires ; while luKury, a chief 
ampleft faith, to plenty's rule refigns 
whole campaign. 'Tis plenty -s flattering foundf 
;rols his ear; 'tis plenty's fmiling form 
ves (till before his eyes. Difcretion ftrives, 
t drives. in vain, to banifli from the throne 
e perjur'd minion. He, fecure of tinift, 
th latent malice to the hoftile camp 
fy night, and hour, hi« monarch's wealth conveys, 
fe towering minds ! ye fublimatcd fouls ! 
lo, carelefs of your fortunes, feal and fign, 
, let, contrail, acquit, with cafier mien 
an fops take fnuff 1 whofe oeconomic care 
ur green -fi Ik purle engroffcs ! eafy, pleas'd,' 
, lee gold .i'parkle through the fubtle folds \ 
vely, as when th' Hefperian fruitage fmil'd 
nid the verdurous grove ! who fondly hop? 
ontaneous harvefts 1 harvefts all the year ! 
ho fcatter wealth, as though the radiant crop 
ittec'd on every bough ; and every bough 
ke that the Trojan gather'd, once avuls'd 
ere by a fplendid fucceflbr fupply'd 
ilant, fpontaneous! liften to my lays. 
)r 'tis not fools, whate'er proverbial phrafe 
ivc long decreed, that quit with greateft eafc 
lic treafur'd.gold. Of words indeed pivyfuie, 
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Of g^ld tehaciousy their torpefcent foul 
Clenches their coin, and what ele6lral fire 
Shall folve the frofty gripe, and bid it flow ? 
*Ti8 genius, fancy, that to wild expence 
Of health ! of treafure i Simulates the foul i 
Thefe, with officious care, and fatal art, 
Xmprove the vinous flavour; thefe the fmile 
Of Cloe foften $ thefe the glare of drefs 
Illume I the glittering chariot gild anew, 
And add flrange wifdom to the furs of power. 

Alas ! that he, amid the race of men. 
That he, who thinks of pureft gold with fcorn, 
(Should with unfated ap)>etite demand, 
And vainly court, the pleafure it procures ! 
When fancy's vivid fpark impels the foul 
To fcorn quotidian fcenes, to fpum the blifs 
Of vulgar minds, what noflrum fliall compofe 
Its fatal tenfion ? in what lonely vale 
Of balmy medicine''s various field, afpires 
The bleft refrigerant ? Vain, ah vain the hope 
Of future peace, tliis orgafm uncontrolM ! 
Impatient, 4ience, of all the frugal mind 
Requires j to eat, to drink, to fleep, to fill ' 
A cheli with gold, the fprightly breaft demands 
IncefTant rapture ; life, a tedious load 
DenyM its continuity of joy. 
But whence obtain ? philofophy requires 
No lavifh coft j to crown its utmofl prayer 
SufHce the root-built cell, the Ample fleece, 
The juicy viand, and the cryftal ftreara. 
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v'n mild ftupidity re>wards hex train 

^ith cheap contentment, Tafte alone requires 

ntire profuHon ! Days and nights^ and hours^ 

Thy ^•icCf hydropic fancy ! calls aloud 

or coftly draughts, inuudant bowls of joy^ 

ivers of rich regalement ! ieas of blifs 1 

eas without (hore.! infinity of fweets ! 

And yet, unlefs &ge peafon join her hand 
n pleafure^s purchaie, pleafureis unfure-s 
ind yet, unlefs oeconomy''8 confent 
legitimate expence, ibme gracelefs mark, 
ome fymptom ill-concealM, iliall, foon or late, 
iurft like a pimple from the vicious tide 
)f acid l^lood, .proclaiming wanfs difeafe, 
Vmidft the bloom of ihew. The fcanty (bream 
How-loitering in its channel, feems to vie 
^ith yaga's depth i but (hould tlie fedgy power 
r^ain-glorious empty his penujrious urn 
>^er the rough rock, how muft his fellow toams 
!>eride the tinklings of the boaiUve rill.l 

I npt afpire to mark the dubious path 
That lea^s to wealth, to poets markM in vainl 
iut, ere felf-flattery iboth the vivid bieaft 
^ith dreams of fortune near aily'd to fame, 
kefle6l howr few, who charm'^d the liftening ear 
^f fatrap or of king, 'her fmiles en}oy?d.| 
Confider well, what meagre alms repay'*4 
The great Maeonian, fire of tuneful fong. 
And prototype of all that fof^M fublime, 
A{id left dull cares below; what grief« imf^ird 

R 2 TVifc 
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The modcft bard of leamM Eliza^s reign 
To fweli with tears his Mulla's parent ftream. 
And mourn aloud the pang ** to ride, to run, 
-*' To fpend, to give, to want, to- be undone." 
Why fhould I tell of Cowley's penfive Mufe 
^Belov'd in vain f too copious is my theme ! 
Which of your boaftedrace might- hope rewaul 
Like loyal Butler, when the liberal Charles, 
The judge of wit, perusM the fprightly page. 
Triumphant o'er his foes ? Believe not hope* 
The poet's para(ite 5 but learri alone 
To fpare the fcanty boon the fates decree. 
Poet and rich ! 'tis foloecifin extreme! 
■*Tis heightened <:ontradiftioft! in his frame. 
In every nerve and fibre of his foul. 
The latent -feeds and principles of want 
Has nature wove ; and fate confirm'd the clue# 

Nor,yct,defpairto fhun the ruder gripe 
Of penury ; with nice pi-ecifion learn 
A dollar's value. Foremoft in the page 
That marks th' e;tpence of each revolving yea^ 
Place inattention. When the.luft ef pr?ufe. 
Or honour's falfe idea, tempts thy foul 
To flightfrugality, ad^re thine heart 
That danger 's near. This perKhable coin 
Is no vain ore. It is. thy liberty. 
It fetters mifers, but- it muft alone 
Enfranchife thee. The world, the cit-likc worW, 
Bids thee bewsu:^ j thy tittle craft efTays 
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iddling with a tea-fpoon's flendcr fonii> . 
h. foup-Iadles devils gormandize, 
momyl thou good old aunt I whofe mieif 
f'd with ago and care- the wife adore, 
its contemn ! referving ftill thy ftores 
:ar thy- friends at laft ! why witli the cit, 
kiefs churl, with each ignoble name, 
arthly nature, deig;n''ft thou torefide? 
Ininning all who by thy favours crown'd' 
glad the world, to feek fcoie vulgar mind 
ig pride, and'feliilh ihapes of ill? 
r with the old, infiftn, and impotent, 
lildlefs^ love to dwell ^^ yet leave the breaft 
ith, unwarn'd, unguided, unlnformM ? 
ith, to whom thy monitory voice 
loubly kind ? for fure to youthful eyes 
fhoit foe'er it prove) the road of life 
•8 protrafted; fair on either fide . 

aves, the Graces play, on Fortune's. child 
ily fmiling ; well Might you eflay 
ugal plan, the lucrative employ, 
of their favouc all the live-long day, 
ite aficnts not. Age alone contrails 
agre palm, to clench the. tempting ban© 
his peace, the glittering feeds of care ! 
at the Mufe's voice might pierce the car 
serous yyuth ! for youth deferves her l*ang,= 
is fiiir virtue's fealbn, virtue then 
es the pruncr's hand ; tlie fequent ftagc>. 
ly tcgctatcs J nor lo ig the fpacc 

K 3 ^^^ 
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Ere robb'd of warmth its arid tnink difplay 
Fell winter's total reign. O lovely fource 
Of genepdut foibles,, youth I when opening mind^ 
Are honeft as the lights lucid a» air, 
As foftering breezes kind, as linnets gay. 
Tender at buds, and laviih as the fpring ! 
Vet, haplefs (bite of man ! his earlleft youth 
Cozens itfelf ; his age defrauds mankinds 

Nor deem it ftrange that rolling years abrade 
The focial biafs* Life's extenfive page 
What does it but unfold repeated proofs 
Of gold's omnipotence ? With patriots^ friends, 
Sickening beneatb its ray, enervate fi>me. 
And others dead, whofe putrid name exhales 
A noifome fcent, the bulky volume teems. 
With kinfmen, brothers. Tons, moiftening the fbroudr 
Or honouring the grave, with fpecious grief 
Of ihort duration ; foon m fortune^s beam» 
Alert, and wondering at the tears they AieJ* 

But who ftiall fave-by tame profaic ftrain 
That glowing brcaft, where wit with youth confpirei 
To iWectcn luxury ? The fearful Mufe 
Shall yet proceed^ though by the fainteft gkam 
Of hop6 infpir^d, to warn the train flie loves. 

PART THE SECOND. 

IK (i:riQ daik feafon, when the mifty (howcr 
Obfcures the fun, and faddens all the (ky; 
When linnets drop the wing, nor grove nor ftrcam 

InviUfc thee fciib, to ijport thy drooping Mufej 

■ I Seirf- 
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^126 the dull hour, nor with regret afligii 

^0 worldly prudence. She nor nice nor coy 

•Accepts the tribute of a joyleft day i 

^k finiles well-pleas;d» when wit and mirth recede, 

And not a Grace, and not a Mufc will hear. 

^en, from majefti<; Maro's awful ftrain, 

^r towering Homer, let thine eye defcend 

To trace, with patient induftry, the page 

^f income and expence. And oh 1 beware 

Tlrj^ breaft* felf-flattering, place no courtly fmile, 

Ko golden promife of your faithlefs Mule, 

^or latent mine which fortune's hand may ihew, 

W thy (olid ftore. The fyren's fong, 

Wrecks not the liftening Tailor, half fo fure, 

ee by what avenues, what devious paths^ 

be foot of want, detefted, ideals along^ 

ud bars each fatal pafs. Some few ihort hours 

f punctual cai*e, the refufe of thy year 

n frugal fchemes employM, (hall give the Mufe 

fmg intrepid many a chearful day. 
But if too foon before the tepid gales 
hy refolution melt ; and ardent vows, 

1 wary hours preferred, or dye forgot, 

r feemM the forcM efFe£l of hazy ikies $ 
hfen, eie furprize, by whofe impetuous rage 
he mafly fort, with which thy gentler breaft 
not compare, is won, the fong proceeds. 
Know too by nature^s undiminifhM law, 
hroughout her realms obey'd, the various parts 
f deep creation, atoms, fyftems, all ! 
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Attra6l and are attracted $ nor prevails the law 

Alone in matter ; foul alike with foul 

Afpires to join ; nor yet in fouls alone. 

In each idea it imbibes, is found 

The kind propcnfity. And when they meet. 

And grow familiar, various- though their tribe. 

Their tempers various, vow perpetual ftiith : 

That, ihould the world*s disjointed frame once moit 

To chaos yield the fway, amid the wreck 

Their union Ihould furvive 5 witli Roman warmth, 

By facred hofpitable laws endearM, 

Should each idea recoiled its friend. 

Here then we fix ; on this J>erennial bafe 
Ereft thy fafety, and defy the ftorm. 
Let foft profufion^s fair idea join 
Her liand with poverty 5 nor here defift, 
Till, o'er the group that forms fheir various train 
Thou fmg loud hymeneals. Let the pride 
Of outward /hew in lafting leagues combine 
With fhame thread-bare ; the gay vermilion face 
Of raih intemperance, be difcreetly paired 
With fallow hunger 5 the licentious joy. 
With mean dependence ; ev'n the dear delight 
Of fculptiire, paint, intaglios, books, and coins^ 
Thy breaft, fagacious prudence ! fliall conne6i 
With filth and beggary 5 nor difdain to link 
With black infolvency. Thy foul alarm'd 
Shall fhun the fyren's voice j nor boldly dare 
To bid the foft enchantrefs fhare thy brea/l. 
With fuch a train of horrid fiends conjoined. 



Nor 
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)r think, ye fordid race ! ye groveling minds f 
me the fong for you ! for you, the Mufe 
d otlier rules impart ; the friendly ftrain, 
gentler bloffoms plann'd, to yours would prove 
juice of lurid aconite, exceed 
itever Colchos bore 5 and in your breaft 
paflion, love, and friendihip, all deftroy 1 
greatly ihall avail, if e'er thy ftol*es 
;afe apace, by periodic days 
nnual payment, or thy patron's boon, 
lean reward of grofs unbounded praife! 
uch avails, to feize the prefent hour, 
, undeliberating, call around 
hungry creditors ; their horrid rage 
lit once appeased, the fmall remaining ftorc 
1 rife in weight tenfold, in lultre rife, 
rold impix)v'd by many a fierce aflay. 
thus the frugal hufbandman dire6ts 
narrow &eam, if, o'er its wonted banks 
lidden rains impellM,^ it proudly fwellj 
timely liand through better trails conveys 
quick decreafing tide 5 ere borne along 
hrough the wijd morafs, or cultured field, 
)laded grafs mature, or barren fands, 
3w deftru6live, or it flow in vain ! 
happieil he who fanftifies expence 
>refent pay ! who fubjefts not his fame 
tradcfmens varlets, nor bequeaths his name, 
honoured name, to deck the vulgar page 
>afe mechanic, fordid, unfincere ! 
re haply, while thy Mufe fublimely Co^xt 



^iSO SHENSTONE'S POEMS. 

Beyond this earthly fphere, ui heaven's abodes, 
And dreams of ne6^ar and ambrodal fweets. 
Thy growing debt ftcals unregarded o*er 
The puu6lual record ; till nor Phoebus felf. 
Nor fage Minerva's art» can aught avail 
To foothe the ruthlefs dun's detefted rage. 
Frantic and fell, with many a curfe profane 
He loads the gentle Mufe ; then hurls thee down 
To want, remorfe, captivity, and fliame. 

Each public place, the glittering haunts of meiii 
With hoijror fly. Why loiter near thy bane ? — 
Why fondly linger on a hoftile (hore, 
Difarm'd, defencelcfs ? why require to tread 
The precipice ? or why alas to breatlie 
A moment's fpace, where every breeze is death? 
Death to thy future peace 1 Away, coUeft 
Thy difTipated mind j contraft tliy train 
Of wild ideas o'er the flowery fields 
Of (hew difFus'd, and fpeed to fafer climes. 
Oeconomy prefents her glafs, accept 
The faithful mirror ; powerful to difclofe 
A thoufand forms, unfeen by carelefs eyes. 
That plot diy fate. Temptation, in a robe 
Of Tyrian dye, with every fweet perfum'd, 
Befcts thy fenfe ; extortion follows clofe 
Her wanton ftep, ' and ruin brings the rear. 
Thefe and the reft fliall her rayfterious glafs 
EmbekJy to thy view ; like Venus kind. 
When to her labouring fon, the vengeful powers 



.MORAL PIECE Si «5i . 

riiat iirg'd the fall of Ilium, (he difplay'dy 

Se, not unpnident, at the fight declinM 

The unequal eonfli£^> and decreed to raife 

Fhe Trojan welfare on fome happier fhore* 

Por here to drain diy fwelling purfe await 

ft. thoufand arts> a thoufand frauds attend, 

^ The cloud- wrought canes, the gorgeous fnufF-boxif>, 

"^ The twinkling jewels, and the gold, etwee, 

^ With all its bright inhabitants, fliall wafte 

^ Its melting ftores, and in the dreary void 

* Leave not a doit behind." Ere yet cxhauft 

[t$ flimfy fold» offend thy penfive eye, 

fVway! cmbofomM deep in diftant (hades, 

Mor fcen nor feeing, thou mayft vent tliy fcorm 

fjf lace, embroidery, purple, gems, and gold !' 

There of the farded fop, and eflfenc'd beau, 

Ferocious with a ftoic's frown difclofe 

Thy manly fcom, averfe to tinfelpomp; 

^nd fluent thine harangue^ But can thy foul^ 

Deny thy limbs the radiant grace of drefs, 

Where :dref« is merit ! where thy graver fciend 

shall wi(h thee bumifh'd ! where the (prightly laBr 

Demand embelliihment ! ev'n Delia's eye, 

As in a gardesy roves, of hues alone 

[nquirent, curious ? Fly the curft domain ^ 

rheie are the realms of luxury and (hewf 

No cladic foil I away I tlie bloomy fpring 

Attrads thee hence y the waning autumn warns ; 

Fly to thy native (hades, and dread ev'n there, ^ 

Le4 1 
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Left bufy fancy tempt thy narrow ftate 

Beyond its bounds: Obferve Florelio^s mien. 

"Why treads my friend with melancholy ftep 

That beauteous lawn ? why penfive ftrays-his eyr 

O'er ftatues, grottoes, urns, by critic art 

Proportion^ fair? or from his lofty dome. 

Bright glittering thi-ough the grove, returns his eye 

Unpleas'd, difconfolate ? And is it love, 

Difaftrous love, that robs the finiihM fcenes= 

Of all their beauty ? centering all in her 

His foul adores ? or from a blacker caufe 

Springs tliis remorfeful gloom ? is confcious guilt 

The latent fource of more than love's defpair ? 

It cannot be within that polifli'd breaft 

Where fcience dwells, that guilt fhould harbour therr 

No ! 'tis the fad furvey of prefent want. 

And paft profusion ! I^ft to him tlie fweets 

Of yon pavilion, frauglit with every charm 

For otlier eyes ; or, if remaining, proofs 

Of criminal expence ! Sweet interchange 

Of river, valley, mountain, woods, and plains! 

How gladfome once he rang*d your native turf,- 

Your fimple fcenes, how raptur'd ! ere expence 

Had lavifhM thoufand ornaments, and taught 

Convenience to perplex him, art to pall. 

Pomp to dejeft, and beauty to difpleafe. 

Oh ! for a foul to all the glare of wealtii. 
To fortune's wide exhauftlels treafury, 
Nobly fuperior ! but let caution guide 
« Th 



"M OR A L P'l'EC E S. ;iijj3 

le coy difpofal of the wealtli we fcom, 

ad prudence be our almoner ! Alaa ! 

le^pilgrim wandering o'er fome diHaiit clim^^ 

oi*n foe of avarice] jiot difdains to leara 

. coin'^s imputed , worth, ; the deftin'd means 

> fmooth his pkfTage to the favourM (hrine. 

h let not us, who tread this fti-angcr-worl4» 

t none who fojoum on the realms of life, 

•rget the land k mercenary ; nor wafte 

s fare, ere landed .on no venal fhore. 

Let never bardrcooiult Palladio's rules 5 

t never bard, O Burlington ! furvcy 

liy learned art, in Chifwick's dome difplay'djj 

ingenous. incentive ! nor with IJngeriijg eye 

rvey the window Venice calls her own. 

:ttcr for him, with no ingrateful Mufe, 

) (ing a requiem to that gjcntle Ccul 

'ho plann'd the fl^yrlight 5 which to lavifh bards 

mveys alone the pure etherial ray. 

»r garrets him, and fqualid walls await, 

ilefs, prefageful, from this friendly ftrain, 

: glean advice, and.fhun thq fcribbler's doom*; 

PAIIT the THIRD. 

^*E T once again, and to thy doubtful fate 

The trembling Mufe conf^gns .thee. .Ere cpntempt^ 
• want's empoifonM arrow, ridicule, 
ransiix thy weak upguarded trcaft, behold 1 
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The poefs roofs y the carelefs poet% his 
Who fcorns advice, (hall clofe my ferious lay. 

When Gulliver, now great, now4ittIe deem'dt 
The play-thing of comparlfbn, arrivM 
Where learned bofoms their aerial fchemes 
Projefted, fhidious of the public weal ; 
'Mid thcfe, one fubtler artift he deicry'd. 
Who cheriih'd in hi« dufty tenement 
The fpider's web, injurious, to iupplant 
Fair Albion's fleeces I Never, never may 
Our monarch on fuch fatal purpofe fmile. 
And irritate Minerva's beggar'd font 
The Melkiham weavers ! Here in every nook 
Their wefts they fpun 5 here revel'd uncontrourd^ 
And, like the flags from Weftminfter's high roof 
Dependent, here their fluttering textures waVd. 
Such, fo adom'd, the cell I mean to Hngi 
Cell ever fqualid ! where the fneerful maid 
Will not fatigue her hand ! broom never comes. 
That comes to all ! o'er whofe quiefccnt walls 
Arachne's unmolefted care has drawn 
Curtrfins fubfufk, and fave th' expence of art. 

Survey thofe walls, in fady texture clad. 
Where wandering fnails in many a flimy path, 
Fi*ce, unreftrain'd, their various journeys crawl; . 
Peregrinations ftrange, and labyrinths 
Confus'd, inextricable ! fuch the clue 
Of Cretan Ariadne ne'er explain'd ! 
( i|^oks f angles ! crooks ! and involutioAs wild ! 
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Mean time, thus filverM with meanders gay. 
In mimic pride the fnaiUwrought tiiTue fhines. 
Perchance of tabby, or of harrateen. 
Not ill expreflive ! fuch the power of fnails. 

Behold the chair, whofe fraftur'd feat infirm 
An aged cufliion hides ! replete with duft 
The foliagM velvet ; pleafmg to the e)'e 
Of great Eliza^s reign, but now the fnare 
Of weary gueft that on the fpecious bed 
Sits down confiding. Ah! difaihx>us wight! 
In evil hour and rafhly doft thou truft 
The fraudful couch ! for, though in velvet casM, 
Thy fated thigh fliall kifs the dufty floor. 
The traveller thus, that o'er Hibernian plains 
Hath fhap*d his way ; on beds profufe of flowers, 
Cowflip, or primrofe, or the circular eye 
Of daifie fair, decrees to baik fupine. 
And fee ! delighted, down he drops, fecure 
Of fwcet refreflimcnt, eafe without annoy, 
Or lincious noon-day nap. Ah much deceived, 
Aluch fufFering pilgrim ! thou nor noon -day nap. 
Nor fwect repofe (halt find j the falfe morafs 
In quivering undulations yields beneath 
Thy burden, in the miry gulph enclosed ! 
And who would trufl appearance ? cafl thine eye 
Where 'mid machines of heterogeneous foiro 
His coat depends ; alas ! his only coat, 
^Ideft of things ! and naplefs, as an heath 
Of fraall extent by fleecy myriads graz'd, 
■ ' 4 ^^^. 



/»> -SILEJ^^ TONE'S POEMS, 

^ot different have I fecn in dreary vault ' 
DifpIayM, a coffin ; on each fable fide 
The texture unmolefted feems entire. 
Fraudful, when touched it glides to dull away ! 
And leaves, the wondering fwain to gape, or ftancj 
And with expreffive fiirug, and piteous figh, 
Declare the fatal force of rolling years. 
Or dire extent of frail mortality. 

■ This aged vefture, fcom of gazing beaux, 

. And formal cits, (themfelves too haply fcom' J) 
Both on its flceve and on its (kirt, retains 
. Full many a pin wide-fparkling : for, if e'er 

■ Their well-known creft met his delighted eye. 
Though wrapt in thought, commercing with the iky. 
He, gently Hooping, fcocn'd not to upraife, 

/And on each fleeve, as.confcious of their ufe, 
Indenting fix them j nor, when arm'd with thefc. 
The cure of rents and feparations dire, 

.And chafms enormous, did he view difmayM 
Hedge, . bramble, thicket, buih, portending fate 
To breeches, coat and hofe! had any wight 

• Of vulgar fkill, the tender texture own'd ; 
But gave his mind to form a fonnet quaint 
Of Silvia's flioe-ftring, or of Cloe's fan. 
Or fweetly-fafhionM tip of Celiacs ear. 
Alas '."iiy frequent ufe decays the force 
Of mortal art ! the refraftory robe 
Eludes the taylor's art, eludes his own ; 

.How potent once^ in union quaint conjoir/d! 
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See near hU bed (h»s bed too falffly cajrj 
Ke place of reft, while it a Bai'd fuftains ; 
ie, meagre, Mufe-rid wiglit ! who readff in vatsi . 
ircotic volumes o^er) his candleftick, 
idiant machine, when from die plaftic hiind 
F Mulciber, the mayor of Birmingham, 
he engine ifTued ^ now alas difguit'd 
^ many an un^uous tide, that wandering down 
i fides congeal^ what he, perhaps, eflays 
''ith humour forcM, and ilUdiflembled (mile, 
ly to liken to the poplar's trunk 
^en o'er its bai*k the lucid amber^ woun4 
I many a plcafmg fold, incrufts the tree, 
r fuits him more the winter's candyM thorn, 
/Tien from eacli branch, anneal'd, the works ^jfroft 
•rvafive, radiant iHcles depend ? 
How fhall I fing the various ill diat waits 
'he careful fbnneteer ? or who can paint 
'he (hjfts enormous, that in vain he forms 
o patch his panelci's window ; to cement 
is batter'd tea-pot, ill -retentive vafe ? 
o war with ruin ? anxious to conceal 
/ant's fell appearance, of the real ill 
or foe, nor fearful. Ruin unforefecA 
ivades his chattels 5 ruin will invade ; 
/"ill claim his whole invention to repair, 
or, of the gift, for tuneful ends defign'd, 
JIow one part to decorate his fong. 
VhjXe ridicule, with ever-pointing hand 
■onfcjous ^f eveiry Hiift, of every ihift 



Jiidicativfey his inmoft plot betrays. 
Points to the nooky wl^ch he his ftudy calls 
Pompdus and ^ain ! for thus he might efteem 
His chefty a wardrobe; purfe, a treafury; 
And ihflw«» to crown her fiill difpiay, himfelf. 
One whom (the pi»wers above^ in jvlace of healthy 
And wonted vigour ^ of paternal cot, 
Or littlefarm ; of bag, or fcrip, or ftafF, 
Cup, difh, ipcon, plate, or worldly utenfil^ 
A poet fram'd j yet framM not to repine. 
And wi(h the cobler's loftieft fite his own ; 
Nor, partial as they feem, upbraid the fates^ 
Who to the humbler mechanifm, join'^d 
Goods fo ftiperior, ftuc\\ exalted blii's i 

See with what feeming cafe, what laboured peace, 
He, haplefs hypocrite ! refines his nail. 
His chief amufement ! then how feign'd, how forc'd 
That care-defying fonnet, which implies 
His debts difcharg'd, and he of half a crown 
In full poffeflion, uncontefted right 
And property ! Vet ah'l whoe'er tbis wight 
Admiring view, if fuch there be, diftnift 
The vain pretence j the fmiles that harbour grief 
As lurks the ferpent deep in flowers enwreath'd. 
Forewarned, the frugsd j or with prudent rage 
Thy pen demolifli^ ciiufethe truftier flail. 
And blefs thofe IsTbours whieh the choice infpir'd. 
liut if thou view^ft a vulgar mind, a wight 
Of common ienfe, who feeks no brighter name, 
Hun envy, him «Ltow> \\vm^ ^to-xsw \^ brcaft. 
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cient of future dignities, falute 
riff, or mayor, in comfortable furs 
o-apt, fecurc : nor yet tlie laureates crowa 
bought .exclude him.! Hejperchance (hall rlie 
nobler'heights than forefighjt can decree. 
iThen, firM with wrathj for his inxrigiies difplay^d 
nany an idle fong, Satumian Jove 
/*d fare deftru£lion to the tuneful race j 
^asM by fuppliant Ph<sbus» " Bards, he 'fiod, 
iceforth of plenty, wealth, and pomp deban'^dy 
: fed by frugal cares, might wear the bay 
ure of thunder. *^-*Low the Delian bow'd^ 
r St th' invidious favour darM repine. 

The R U I N'D ABBEY; 

o R, 

HE EFFECTS ov SUPERSTITION. 

i T length feir peace with olive crowned regains 
^ Her lawful throne, and to the ^cred haunts 
' wood or fount the frighted Mufe j%tums« 
Happy the Bard, who, from his native hills* 
ft muHng on a fummer's eve, iimreys 
s azure ftream, with penfile woods enclo&Mt 
■ o*er the glafly furface, with his friend, 

• faithful fsMT, through bordering willows green 
afts his fmall frigate. Feade& he of Ihouts, 

• taunts, the rhetoric of the watery crew 
tiat ape confuHon from the realms they nile I 

S a F%a»- 
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Feai'lefs of thefe ; who (hares the gentler voice 
Of peace and mufic ^ birds of fweeteft fong * 
Attune from native boughs their varioxis lay, 
And chear the foreft^ birds of brighter plume 
Witli bufy pinion Ikim the glittering wave, 
And tempt the fun ; ambitious to difplay 
Their feveral merit, while the vocal flute. 
Or numbered verfc, by female voice endearM, 
Crowns his delight, and moUifies the fcene. 

If iblitude his wandering fteps invite 
To fome more deep reccfs (for hours there arc, 
When gay, when focial minds to fricndfhip's voice, 
Or1)eauty's charm, her wild abodes prefer) 5 
How pleaiM he treads her venerable (hades, 
Her Iblertin courts ! the centre of the grove 4 
The root-built cave, by fai-extended rocks 
Around embofomM, how it fbothes the foul ! 
If fcoop'd at firft by fuperftitious hands 
'I'he rugged cell received alone the (hoals 
Of bigot minds, religion dwells not here. 
Yet virtue pleas'd, at intervals, retires : 
Yet here may wiidom, zs (he walks the maz.e. 
Some ferious truths colle£l, the rules of life, 
And ferious truths of mightier weight than gold ! 

I a(k not wealth ; but let me hoard with care, 
With frugal cunning, with a niggard's art, 
A few fix'd principles ; in early life, 
Ere indolence impede the fearch, explored. 
Then, like old Latimer, when age impairs 
My )Udgment'$ eye, when quibbling fchools attack 

My 
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My grounded hope, pr Aibtler wits deride. 

Will I not blufh to ihun the vain debate. 

And this mine anfwer ; " Thus, 'twas thus I thoughtj 

** AXy mind yet vigorous, and my foul entire j 

" Thus will I think, averfe to liftcn more 

" To intricate difcullion, prone to ftray. 

*< Perhaps my reafon may but ill defend 

" My fettled faith ; my mind, with age impalr'd, 

« Too fure its own infirmities declare. 

** But I am aira'd by caution, ftudious youth, 

** And early foreiightf now the winds may rife, 

*< The tempeft whiiUe, and tlie billows roar j 

*^ My pinnace rides in port, defpoird and worn, 

** Shattered by time and dorms, but while it fhuAS 

** Th' inequal conflict, and declines the deep« 

*< Sees the ilrong veiTel flu£luate lefs fecure.''" 

Thus while he ftrays, a thoufand rural fccnes 
Suggeft inftru6lion, and inilru6^ing pleaie. 
And fee betwixt the grove's extended arms 
An abbpy's rude remains attra6l thy view. 
Gilt by the mid-day fun : with lingering ftep 
Produce thine axe, (for, aiming to deftroy 
Tree, branch, or (hade, for never ihall thy brcail: 
Too long deliberate) with timorous hand 
Itemove th* ob{bru6kive bough ; nor yet refufe. 
Though fighing, to deftroy that favourite pine, 
Hais'd by thine hand, in its luxuriant prime 
Cf beauty fair, that fcrecns the vaft remains. 
Aggrieved butconilant as the Roman fire, 

S .3 Thi 
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The rigid Manlius^ when his conquering Coit 
Bled by a parent's voice i tlie cruel meed 
Of virtuous ardour, timelefsly difjplayM ^ 
Nor ceafe till, through the gloomy road, the pile 
Gleam unobftrufted } thither oft thine eye 
Shall fwectly wander j thentre returning, foothe 
With penfiye (ccnes thy philofophic mind. 

Thefe were thy haunts, thy opulent abodes, 
O fuperftition ! hence the dire difeafe, 
(BalancM with which the fam'd Athenian peft 
Were a Ihort hcad-ach, were the trivia] pain 
Of tranfient indigeftion) fetz'd mankind. 

Long time ibe ragM, and fcarce a- ibuthem gale 
Warm'd oi»r chill air, unloaded with the threats 
Of tyrtiHt Rome; but futile all, till Ihe, 
Rome's abler legate, magnify'd their }>ower. 
And in a thoufand horrid forms attir'd. 

Where then was truth to fanftify the page 
Of Briti/h annals ? if a foe expir*d. 
The perjur'd monk fuborn'd internal fhrieks^ 
And fiends to Ihatch at the departing foul 
With helli(h emulation. If a friend. 
High o'er his roof exultant angels tune 
Their golden lyres, and waft him to the fkic<5. 

What then were vows, were oaths, were 
faith ? 
The fovereign's juft, the fubje6l's loyal pa6l. 
To cherifh mutual good, annuU'd and vain. 
By Roman magic, gve^w ?kXi\<J\t ^cv^aW 
Ere the frail fauaion oi ^a\c ^^^ ^"^'^ ^^^^- 
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h thee, * Plantagenet from civil broile 
Hd a while rcfpir'd, and all was peace. 
Becket rofe» and, impotent of mind, 
regal courts with lawlefs fury march'd 
lurch's blood-ftain'd convicts, and forgave f 
urderous priefts the fovereign frown contemn, 
rith unhallow'd crofier bruisM the crown, 
yielded not fupinely tanrie a prince 
mry^s virtuerf. leamM^ courageous^ wlXe, 
r ambition. Long his reg^l foul 
md ere£l tlie peeviih- prieft exird, 
►rav'd tlie fuiy of revengeful Rome.- 
n ! let one faint malady diffufe 
^nfive- gloom which fuperdition loves, 
be him, dwindled* to a recreant groom, 
the proud pajfrey whilft the prieft afcends f 
is f Coeur-de-lio» bleft with whiter days ? 
the cowlM zealots with united cries 
the crufade ; and fsc, of half his ftores 
ird tlie wretchy whofe wifer bofom chofe 
efs his friends, his race, his native land, 
ten fair funs that rollM their annual race, 
•ne beheld him on his vacant throne j 
e hiaughty J Longchamp^ 'mid his livery'^ files 
anton vaflals, fpoil'd his faithful realm, ' 
ing i» foreign fields ; collefting wide 
jrel harveft for » pillag'd land. 

S 4. OK 
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Oh dear-bought trophies ! when a prince deferts ■ 
Hit drooping nalhi, to pluck die barren fprays! 

When faithlefs John ufurp*d.the fully'^d Crown, 
What ample tyranny ! the groaning land. 
DeeniM earth, deeniM heaven its foe ! fix tediotitrye 
Our helplefs fathers in defpkir obeyed 
The papal interdi£l ; and ^o obeyM, 
The fovereign plundered. O inglorious- days ! 
When the French tyrant, by the futile grant 
Of papal refcript, claimed Britannia^s throne. 
And durft invade ^ be fuch inglorious days 
Or hence forgot, or not recaird in vain ! 

Scarce had the torturM ear dejefted heard 
Rome^s loud anathema, but heartlefs, dead 
To every purpofe, men nor wifhM to live. 
Nor dar'd to die. The poor laborious hind 
Heard the dire curfe, and from, his trembling hand 
Fell the neglefled crook that rurd. the plain. 
Thence journeying home, in every cloud he foes 
A vengeful angel, in whofe waving fcnoU. 
He reads damnation ; fees its fable train 
Of grim attendants, pencilM by defpair! 

The weary pilgrim from remoter climes 
By painful fteps arrived ; his home, his friends, 
His offspring left, to lavifh on the fhrine 
Of fome far-honour'd faint his codly ftores. 
Inverts his footilep j fickens at the fight 
Of the barr*d fane, and (ilent (beds his tear. 

The wretch whott Vio^t b^ ft.cvxv o^^refTion chasV 
From evtry earthly U\is, ^v\\ ^x-s^w^-n 



Tiitunpliant wrong, took wing, and flew to heaven. 
And refted there, now moum'd his I'efuge toft 
And wonted peace. The facrcd fane was barr*d. 
And the lone altar, where tiie mourners throng'd 
To fupplicate remiffton,. fmok'd no more; 
While the green weed luxuriant round uprofe. 
Some from their death-bed, whofe delirious faith 
Through every ftage. of life t6 Rome's decrees 
Obiequious, humbly hopM to die in peace. 
Now faw the ghaftly king approach^ begirt 
In tenfdld terrors 5 now expiring heard 
The laft loud- clarion found, and heaven's decree. 
With unf emitting vengeance bar the ikies. 
Nor light tlie grief, by fuperftition.weigh'd. 
That their'difhonour'd corfe, fliut from the. verge* 
Of hallow'd earth, or tutelary fane, 
Muft fleep with briites their vaflals j. on the field 5, 
Uilneath fome path, in marie unexorcis'd ! 
No folemn bell extort a neighbour's tear! 
No tongue of prieft pronounce, their foul fecure!*. 
Nor fondeft friend aifure their peace obtained I. 
The pi'ieft ! alas, fo boundlefs was the ill !. 
He, like the flock he pillag'd, pin'd forlorn $ 
The vivid veimeil fled his fady cheek, 
And his big paunch,, diftended with the fpoils 
Of half his flock : emaciate, gr«Kin'd beneath' 
Superior pride, and mightier lufl of power I 
'Twas now Rome's fondeft friend, whofe meagre ha.^( 
Told to the midnight lamp his^ holy be2id.% 
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With nice precifioiiy felt the deeper wound 
As his guird foul rever'd the conclave more. 

Whom did the ruin fpare ? for wealthy for power^ 
Birth, honour, virtue, enemy, and &iend. 
Sunk hclplcfs in the dreary gulph involved 5 
And one capricious curfe enveloped all I 

Were kings fecure ? in towering ftationc boniy 
In flattery nurs'd, inurM to fcorn mankind. 
Or view diminidiM from their fite fublime j. 
As when a ftiepherd, from the lofty brow 
Of fome proud clifF, furveys his leffening floci& 
In fnowy groups difFufivc, feud the vale. 

A while the furious menace John return^!. 
And breathed defiance loud. Alas f too fooa 
Allegiance fickcning faw its fovereign yield. 
An angry prey to fcruples not his own. 
The loyal foldier, girt around with fti-ength, 
Who ftole from mirth and wine his blooming year^ 
And feizM tlie fauchion, refolute to guard 
His fovereign*s right, impalfy'd at the news. 
Finds the firm bias of his foul reversed 
For foul defertion j drops the lifted fteel,. 
And quits fame^s noble harveft, to expire 
The death of Monks, of furfeit, and of floth! 

At length fatigued with wrongs, the fervile kin^ 
DraiuM from his land its fmall remaining ftores 
To buy remiflion. But could thcfe obtain ? 
No ! refolute in wrongs the priefts obdur'd j 
Till crawling bafe to Rome's deputed ilavr 
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me, his people, and his crown> he gave, 
monarch ! (lighted, brav'd, abhorrM before! 
\ now, appeasM by delegated (way, 
/ily pontifF fcoms not to recall 
.terdiflions. Now the facred doorr 
t repentant mtiltitudes, prepared 
ly deceit; admit obfequious tribes 
raps ? princes ! crawling to the flirine 
nted villainy! the ponopous" tomb 
ing with gems andgoldj or in a cloud 
renfe wreathM, amidft a drooping land 
fighM for bread ! 'Tis thus the Indian cloved 
lys its verdant leaf, its crimfon flower, 
(beds its odours ; while the flocks around* 
ry and faint the barren fands explore 
in ! nor plant nor herb endears the foil; 
M and exhauft to fwell its thirfty pores^^- 
fumifh luxury.— Yet in vain 
mia ftrove j and^ whether artful Rome' 
j'd or curs*d her, fuperftition rag*d 
blinded, fctterM, and defpoil'd^ the land, 
length fome murderous monk, with poifonous sfrr 
rd the life his brethren robb'd of peace, 
r yet furceasM with John''s difaftrous' fate 
fie fury ! Englifli wealth exhauft, 
fequent reign * beheld the beggar'd fliore 
with Italian ufurers j prepar*d 
nd, for griping unexampled hke^ 

To 

Henry III* vrho caaccrd the MagosLChsm:* 
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To lend-i^what Rome might pillage luicontrord.. 

For now with more extenfive havoc ragM 
Kelentlefs Gregory> with a thoufand arts, 
And each rapacious, bom to drain the world ! 
Nor ihall the Mofe rq>eat, how oft he blew 
The croife^a trumpet i then for fums of gold. 
Annuird the vow, and ba'de the falfe alarm 
Swell the grofs hoards of Henry, or his own. 
Nor ihall fhe tell, how pontiffs dar*d repeal 
The beft of charters 1 dar*d absolve the tye 
Of Britiih kings by legal oath reftrainM. 
Nor can ihe dvrell on argofies of gold 
From Albion^ s realm to fervile ihores conveyed. 
Wrung from her fons, and fpeeded by her kingy I 
Oh irkfome days ! when wicked thrones combine 
With papal craft, to gull their native land ! 

Such was our fate, while Rome's dire6^or taught 
Of fubjcfts, born to be their monarches prey, 
To toil for monks,, for gluttony to toil. 
For vacant gluttony ; extortion, fraud. 
For avarice, envy, pride, revenge, and (bame ! 
O do6lrine breath'd from Stygian caves ! exhal'd 
From inmoft Erebus 1 -> Such Henry^s reign ! 
Urging his loyal realm*s relu£lant hand 
To wield the peaceful fword, by John ere while 
ForcM from its fcabbard 3 and with bm*niih*d lanct 
EiTay the favage cure, domeiUc war ! 

And now fome nobler fpirits chasM the mift 

C/* general darknefs. Giofted* wow adorn*d 

t 
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mitred wreath he wore, with reafon*s fword 
gering delofion^s frauds ; at length beneath 
le's interdi^ expiring calm, reiign*d 
iTulgar foul that dar'd to heaven appeal 1 
ah this fertile glebe, this fair domain^ 

well nigh ceded to the flothful hands 
nonks libidinous $ ere Edward^^s cai*e 
: lavifh hand of dcath-b?d fear reftraln'd* 
was he cleai* of fuperftition^s .taint ? 
too, mifdeemful of his wholefome law, 
1 he, expiring, gave his treafur'd gold 
fatten monks on Salem'^s diftant foil ! 
es, the third £dward*« breaft, to papal fwa^ 
ittle prone, and -fierce in honour^s caufe, 
la fuperilition quell ! befoi^ the towers 
laggard Paris, at the thunder's. voice 
irops the fword, and figns ignoble peace ! 
ut ftill the night by Romifh art difFus'd 
ie£^s her clouds, and with (low pace recedes. • 
en, by foft Bourdeau's braver queen approved, 
1 WicklifF rofe : and while the bigot power 
idft her native darkncfs (kulk'd fecure, 

demon vaniih\i as he fpread the day. 
rom his bofom Cacus brcath'd of old 

pitchy cloud, and in a night of fmoke 
ire a while -his recreant life fuftain'd $ 

fam'd Alcides, o^er his fubtleft wiles 
orious, chearM the ravaged nations round. 
ul> honoured WicklifF! enterprizing €aL^\ 
Ipicwrai in the cau& of truth I 
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Tor *ti8 not radiant funs, the jovial hours 
Of youthful fpring) an aether all ferene, 
^or all the verdure of Campania^s vale^ 
«Can chafe religious gloom<l 'Tis reafon, though^ 
The light, the radiance that pervades <the foul, 
And flieds its beams on heaven's myfterious fwayJ 
As yet this light but glimmer*d, and again 
Error prevailed 5 while kings by force upraised 
Let loofe the rage of bigots on their foes. 
And feek aiFc£lten4>y the dreadful boon 
Of licensM murder. %V*« the kindeft prince^ 
The moft extended 'breaft, the royal Hal I 
All unitlenting heard the Lollards cry 
'JBurft from the centre of remorfeleis flames ; 
Their ihrieks endur'd I Oh ftain to martial praife!! 
When Cobham, generous as the noble peer 
That wears his honours, pay'd the fatal price 
•Of virtue blooming ere the ftorms were iaid I 

^Twas thus, alternate, ;truth''s precarious flame 
Pecay'd or.fiourifh'd. With malignant eye 
The pontiff faw BritannisTs golden ileece, 
-Once all his own, invefl her worthier fons ! 
Her verdant valleys, and her fertile plains. 
Yellow with grain, abjure his hateful fway ! 
KffayM his utmoft art, and inly ownM 
Ko labours bore proportion to the prize. 

So when the tempter viewM, with envious cyiv 
The firftfair pattern of the female frame. 
All natufe^s beauties in one form difplayM, 
And centering there, itC WAd ?cm^it>afc ^<A\ 
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only envying heaven's creative hand : 
1 to his gloomy reign his envious arts 
win this prize, and doubled every fnare. 
i vain were reafon, courage, learning, all, 
ower accede : till Tudor'*s w*fid caprice 
on their -caufe-j Tudor, whofe tyrant reign 
mental freedom crown*d, the beft of kings 
t envious view, and ill prefer their own ! 
Wolfey roic, by nature forra'd to fcek 
tion's trophies, by addrefs to win, 
(nper to enjoy— whofe htimbler birth 
ht the gay fcenes o£ pomp to dazzle more, 
en from its towering height with horrid found 
d the proud abbey. Then the vaulted roofs, 
from their walls, difclos'd the wanton fcene 
lonkiih chaftity ! Each angry friar 
Vd from his bedded ibrumpet, muttering low 
lefFeftual curfe. The pervious nooks 
, ages paft, conveyM the guileful prieft 
lay fome image on the gaping crowd, 
be the novel day-light ; and expofe 
3us the fraudful enginery of Kome. 
lough this opening earth to neither realms 
Id fiafh meridian day, the hooded race 
der abalh'd to find their cheats difplay'd^: 
, confcious of their guilt, and pleasM to wave 
:arful meed, refign'd their fair domain. 
>r yet fupine, nor void of rage, retired 
peft gigantic; whofe revengeful fetoiVL^ 
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Ting'd the red annals pf Maria'9 reigq. 
When finom the tendered brcaft each wayward priel 
Could baniAi mercy and implant ^iicnd ! 
When croelty the funeral pyie upisear- d> 
And bound religion there, and fir'd the baie ! 
When the (ame blaze, which on each tortur-d limb 
Fed with luxuriant rage, in every face 
Triumphant faith appear^, and (jailing hope. 
O bleft Eliza ! from thy piercing beam 
_Forth flew this hated fiend, the child of Home; 
Driven to the ivorge of Albion, lingered th^re, 
^Then with her James receding, xaft behind 
Osfc angry frown, and ikmght more fervile clime& 
Hen^forth they ply*d die long-continued taik 
Of righteous havock, covering diftant fields 
With the wrought remnants of the ihatter-d pile. 
Whik through die land the jnuiing pilgrim lees 
A tra^ of brighter green, and in the midft 
Appears a mouldering wall, with ivy crownM^ 
Or Gothic tun'et, pride of ancient days ! 
Now but of ufe to grace a rural fcene ; 
To bound our viftas, and to glad the Tons 
Of Gooj^e^ mgn, referv'd for fairer timet J 
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LOVE AND HONOUR. 

'* Sed ncque Medorum fylvae, ditiifioia terra 
*' Nee pulcher Ganges, atque auro turbidaa Haemusy 
** LaudibusAngligenumcertents non Ba£):ra> nee Indiy 
" Totaque thurifens Panchaia pinguis arenis.** 

LE T the green olive glad Hefperian ihores ; 
Her tawny citron, and her orange-groves, 
Thefe let Iberia boaft; but if in vain, 
To win the ftranger plant's diffufive fmile. 
The Briton labours, yet our native minds. 
Our conftant bofoms, thefe, the dazzled world 
May view with envy j thefe, Iberian dames 
Survey with fixt efteem and fond defire. 

Haplefs Elvira ! thy difaftrous fate 
May well tliis truth explain 3 nor ill adorn 
The Britifli lyre 5 then chiefly, if the Mufe, 
Nor vain, nor partial, from the fimple guife 
Of ancient record catch the pen five lay j 
And in lefs groveling accents give to fame. 
Elvira ! lovelieft maid ! th' Iberian realm 
Could boaft no pui'er breaft, no fprightlier mind, 
Ko race more fplendent, and no form fo fair. 
Such was the chance of war, this peerlcfs maid 
In lifers luxuriant bloom, enrichM the fpoil 
Of Britifli viftors, victory's nobleft pride ! 
8he> ihe alone, amid the wailful train. 
Of captive maids, aflignM to Henry's care ; 
X«rd of her life, her fortune, and her fame! 

T lU, 
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He, generous youthy with no penurious han4# 
The tedious moments that unjoyous roll 
Where freedom^» ckearful radiance fkiUfi^ no more, 
Eflky'd to foftctt j conicioQS of thfe pang 
Tkatt beauty feels^ to vrsL^t its fleeting hours 
In fome dim fort> by foreign rule reftrain'd. 
Far from the haunts of men, or eye of day] 

Sometimes, to <:heat her bofom of its cares. 
Her kind protestor i^umber'd o'er the tpils 
Himfelf had worn; the frowns of angry feasi, 
Or holiile rage^ or faithlefs friend, mpre felj 
Than ftorm or foe : if haply ihe might find 
Her cares diminift'd ; fruitrefe fond eflay ! 
Now to her lovely hand, with modeft awe . 
The tender lute he gave : ihe not averfe 
Nor deftitutc of ikill, with willing hand 
Caird forth angelic ftrains i the facred debt 
Of gratitude, ihe faid 3 whofe juft commands 
Still might her hand with ec^ual pride obey I 

Nor to the melting founds the nymph refused 
Her vocal art ; harmonious, as the (brain 
Of fome impjifon'd larlc, who, daily chear'd 
JBy guardian cares, repays them with a fong ; , 
Nor droops, nor deems fweet liberty refignM. 

Tlie fong, not artlefs, had fhe fram'd to paint 
jDifaftrous pallipn } how, by tyrant laws 
Of idiot cuftpm fway'd, fome foft-eyM fair 
Lov'd only one : nor dar'd tliat love reveal I 
How the foft anguifh banifliM from her check 
The damaik rofc full-blpwn 5 a fever came j 



M O R A X P I E C E S, i7j 

And from her boforti forc'if thd plaintive tale. 
Then, fwift as Jight, he Ibtf^ht the loVe-lorn maid, 
.But vainly fought her 5 torn by fwifter fate 
To join the tenants of t^e myrtle ftiade, 
Xove's mournful viftirrts on the plains below. 
Sometimes, as fanfey fpoke tli* pleafmg tafkj 
She taught her artful needle to difplay 
The various pride of fpring : therf fwift upfprung 
Thickets of myrtle, eglantine, and rofe : 
There might you fee, on gentle toils intent, 
A ti'ain of bufy loves f ibiiie pluck tlie flower. 
Some twine the g^arland, fome with grave grimace 
Around a vsicant warrior cttft the wreath, 
'Twas paint, 'tv/as life ! and fure to piercing eyes 
The v^rrior's face depiifturM Henr/'« mien. 

Now had the generous chief with joy perus'd 
The royal icroil, whichf to their native home 
Their ancient rights, iiBi<hpiir'd, unredecmM, 
ReftorM- the captives. Forth with ra^d hafte 
To glad his fair Elvira's ear, he Ipmng 5 
•Pir'd by the blifs he partted to convey 5 
JBut fir'd in vain ! Ah ! what was his amaze, 
-His fond diftrefs, when o'er her pallkl face 
Deje6Uon reignM, and from hei* lifeiefs hand 
Down dropt the myrtle's fair unfiaifh'd flower ! 
Specchlefs fhe flood 5 at length with accents faint, 
"•* Well may my native (hore, flie faid, refound- 
*•< Thy monarch's praile; and ere Elvira prove 
•« Of thine fofgetful, flowei-s fliall ceafe to feel 
** The foitcring breeze, and nature change Wv Vd^>N^V 
T 2 K 
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And now the grateful eds& wide alarmM 
The Britifh hoft. Around the finiling youths 
CallM to their native fcenes, with willing hafbe 
Their fleet unmoor.; impatient of the love 
That weds each holbm to its native foil. 
The patriot paffion ftrong in every climey 
How juftly theirs^ who find no foreign fweets 
To difiipate their loves, or match their own. 

Not fo Elvira ! fhe, difaftrous maid. 
Was doubly captive ! power nor chance could looie 
The fubtle bands.; (he lovM her generous foe. 
She, where her Henry dwelt, her Henry .finird* 
Could term her native fliQre ; her native (hore 
By him deferted, fome unfriendly ftrand. 
Strange, bleak, fcrlorn ! a defert wafte and wild. 

The fleet careenM, the wind propitious £UM 
The fwelling fails, the glittering tranfports wav'd 
Their pennants gay, and halcyon^s azure wing 
With flight aufpicious ikimm^d the placid main. 

On her lone couch in tears Elvira lay. 
And chid th' officious wind, the tempting fea. 
And wifh'.d a ftorm as mercilefs, as tore 
Her labouring bofom. Fondly now fhe fhrove 
To banifh paiHon ; now the vafTal days. 
The captive moments, that fo fmoothly pail« 
By many an art recallM ; now from her lute 
With trembling fingers call'd the favourite founds 
Which Henry deign'd to praife j and now cfiay'd 
With mimic chains of fi\kfctv«\sx%^w^ 
To paint her captivt ftau-, *v^ ^^ ^«>^ ^^ 
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Might to her love the pleafing fcenes prolong. 
And with the dear idea feaft the foul. 

But now the chief retum'd 5 prepared to launch 
On ocean's willing breail, and bid adieu 
To his fair prifoner. She, foonas (he heard 
His hated errand, now no more concealed 
The raging flkme ; but, with a fpreading blu(h 
And rifing iigh, the latent pang difclos'd. 

** Yes, generous youth ! I fee thy bofom glow 
With virtuous tranljport,. that the ta(k is thjne 
To folve my chains 5 and to my weeping friends. 
And every longing relative, reftore 
A foft-ey'd maid, a mild ofFencelefs prey ! 
But know, my foldier, never youthful mind. 
Torn from the lavifli joys of wild expence , 

By him he loathM, and in a dungeon bound 
To languiih out his bloom, could catch the pains 
This ill-ftarr'd freedom gives my tortur'd mind. 

What call I freedom ? is it tliat thefe limbs, 
From rigid bolts fecure, may wander far 
From him I love ? Alas ! ere I may boaft 
That facred blefling, fome fuperior power 
To mortal kings, to fublunary thrones, 
Muft loofe my paffion, muft unchain my foul. 
Ev'n that I loath 5 all liberty I loath 1 
But moft the joylefs privilege to gaze 
With cold indifference, where defert is love. 

True, I was bom an alien to thoCe eye% 
I »& alone to pleafe; my fortune's cntweX 
\mi ah! this i?after'd form by drefs cndcxt"^ 
T 3 



77% S HEN ST PILE'S POEMSr 

To Spanifh eyes, t>y drefs^xnay thine offimd, 
Whilft I, ill^atcd maid ! prd^p'd to ftrivjB 
With cuftom*8 load, beneath its weight expire. 

Yet Henry's beantie^ )cnew in foreign garb 
To vanquish me ; his form, Kowc'er diTguis'dy. 
To me were fatal ! no fantalUc robe 
That c*er caprice invented^ cuftom wore. 
Or folly fmird on, could eclipfc thy charms. 

Perhaps by birth decreed, by fortune plac'd 
Thy country's foe, Elvira's warmeft plea 
Seems but the fubtler accent fraud inrpires*; 
My tendered glances, but the fpecious flowers 
That ftiadc the viptr while fhe plots her wound. 
And can the trembling candidate of love 
Awake thy fears ? and can a female breaft,. 
By ties of grateful duty bpund, enfnare ? 
Is there no brighter mien, no fofter fmile 
For love to wear, to dark deceit unknown ? 
Hep-ven fcarch my foul, and if through all its cell* 
Lurk the pernicious drop of poifonous guile } 
Full qn my fenccleis head its phial'd wrath 
May fate exhaufl j ?nd for my happieft hour 
Exalt the vengeance I prepare for thee I 

Ah me ! nor Henry's, nor his country's foc» 
On thee I gaz'd, and reafon loon diipclPd 
Dim error's gloom, and to thy favour'd ifle 
Ailign'd its total merit, unreihrain'd. 
Oh ! lovely region to the candid eye ! 
'Twas there my fancy faw the Virtues dwell, 
The Loves, the Graces play ; and bled the foil 

Th 
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Th^t nurtiir*d tliee ! for Aire the Vhtuea fana'd 
Thy generous breaftj the Loves, the Graces, planned 
Thy (hapely iimbs. Relation,- birth, eQay*d 
Their partial power in vain : again I gaz'd. 
And Aibi«n't iAe appear*d, amidft a tra^ 
Of favage wa^s, the darling of the (lues ! 
And thou by nature fomv'd, by fate aflignM, 
To paint the genius of t!iy native (hore. 

'Tis true, with flowers, with ma»y a dazzling (bene 
Of banii(h*d plants, to lure a female eye, 
Iberia glows : but ah f ^e genial fun. 
That gilds the lemon's fruit, or fccnts the flower. 
On Spaniih minds, a nation^s nobler boaft ! 
Beams forth ungentle iniiuences. There 
Sits jealoufy enthroned, and at each ray 
Exultant lights his flow coirfnming flVes. 
Not fuch thy charming region ; long before 
My fwcet experience taught me to decide 
Of EngUfli woith, the found had pleasM mine car.- 
Is there that (avage coaft, that nide fojoum. 
Stranger to Bntifh worth ? the worth which forms 
The kindeft friends -, the moft tremendous foes ; 
Firft, beft fupports of Hberty and love ! 
No, let fubje^kd India^ while flie throws 
O'er Spani/h deeds the veil, your praife refound. 
Long as I heard, or ere in ftory read 
Of Englilh fame, my biafs'd partial breaft 
Wifli'd them fucccfs, and, Happieft ftie, I cry'd. 
Of woman happieft flie, who ihares the love. 
The fame, the virtues, of an Englifli lord \ 

T 4. K^ 
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And now what (hall I iky ? bleft be the hour 
Your fair-built veflelt touched th' Iberian fliofCt 
Bleft did I fay the time f if I may blefs 
That Io¥*d event, let Henry's fmiles declare. 
Our hearts and cities won, will Henry's youth 
Forego its nobler conqueft ? will he flight 
The foft endearments of the iovelier fpoU f 
And yet Iberia's fons, with every vow 
Of lading faithy have fworn theie humble charms 
Were not excelled ; the fource of all their pains. 
And love her juft deferf, who fues for love j 
But files to thee, while natives iigh in vain. 

Perhaps in Henry's eye (for vulgar minds 
Biflent from his) it fpreads an hateful ftain 
On honeft fame, amid his train to bear 
A female friend. Then learn, my gentle youth! 
Not love himfelf, with all the pointed pains 
That ftore his quiver, fliall feduce my foul 
From honour's laws. Elvira once deny'd 
A confort's name, more fwift than lightning flie», 
When elements difcordant vex the Iky, 
Shall bluihing from the form flie loves retire* 

Yet if the fpecious wifti, the vulgar voice 

Has titled prudence, fways a foul like tliine^ 

In gems or gold what proud Iberian dame 

Eclipfes me ? Nor paint the dreary ilorms 

Or hair-breadth fcapes that haunt the boundlefs deepi 

And force from tender eyes tlie fiJent tear; 

When memory to the penfive maid fuggcfts, 

In full contraft, the fafe domeftic iccne 

To 
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or theie refignM. Beyond the frantic rage 
f conquering heroes brave, the female mind, 
/hen fteelM by love, in love's moft horrid way 
eholds not danger, or beholding fcoms. 
eaven take my life, but let it crown my love/* 
She ceasM, and ere hit words her fate decreed, 
npatient, watch\l the language of his eye : 
here pity dwelt, and from its tender fphere 
mt looks of love, and faithlefs hopes infpirM. 
** Forgive me, generous maid, the youth returnM, 
', by thy accents charmM, thus long I bore 
o let fuch fweetnefs plead, alas ! in vain I 
hy virtue merits more than crowns can yield 
f folid blifs, or happieft love beftow. 
ut ere from native fhores I ploughM the main, 
one dear maid, by virtue and by charms 
.lone endear\i, my plighted vows I gave j 

guard my faith, whatever chance fliould wait 
[y warring fword : if conqueft, fame, and fpoil, 
rac'd my return, before her feet to pour 

he glittering treafure, and the laurel wreath ; 

1 joying conqueil tlien, and fame, and fpoil, 
fortune frown\i adverfe, and deatli forbade 
he blifsfui union, with my lateft breath 

dwell on Medway's and Maria's name. 
his ardent vow deep-rooted, from my foul 
J dangers tore j this vow my bofom fir'd 
conquer danger, and the fpoil enjoy. 
;r ihall I leave, with fair events elate, 
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Who crown'd mine humbleft fortune with her l«yc ? 
Her fhall I leave, who now perchance alone 
Climbs the proud cliff, and chides my flow return? 
And (hall that vcflel, vjiofe approaching (ails 
Shall fwell her breaft with extaiies, convey 
Death to her hopes, and anguiOi to her foul ? 
No ! may the deep rtiy villain-corlc devotir. 
If all the wealth Iberian mines conceal^ 
If all tlie charms Iberian naaids difclofe. 
If tliine, Elvira, thinje, uniting all ! 
Thus far prevail— nor can tliy virtuou* breaff 
Demand, what honour, faith, and love denies." 
** Oh! happy (he, rejoin'd the penfive maid. 
Who (hares thy fame^ thy virtue, and thy love f 
And be (he happy ! thy diftinguifh'd choice 
Declares her worth, and vindicates her claim. 
Farewel my lucklefs hopes, my flattering dreami 
Of rapturous days ! my guilty fuit, farewel ! 
Yet, fond howe'er my plea, or deep the wound 
That waits my fame, let not the randon> (haft 
Of cenfure pierce with me th' Iberian dames j 
They love with caution^ and with happier ftars*^ 
And oh ! by pity movM, reftrain the taunts 
Of levity, nor brand Elvira's flame j 
By merit rai8*d*; by gratitude approved j 
By hope confirm'd ; with artlefs truth reveai'd j 
Let, let me fay, but for one matchlefs muid 
Of happier birth, with mutual ardor crownM. 

Thefe radiant gems, which burni(h happinefs. 
But mock misfortune, to thy favourite^ hand 

% Wi 
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Vith care convey. And well may fuch adorn 
Cer chearful front, who finds jn thee alone 
Tie fonrce of every tranfport 5 but difgrajcc 
ly penfive breaft> which dcom'd to lading woe, 
D thee the fource of every blifs refigns. 
Andjiow farewel, thou darling youth ! the gem" 
^f Englilh merit! peace, content, and joy, 
ind tender hopes, and yonng defires, farewel ! 
Lttend, ye fmiling train, this gallant mind 
ack to his native ihores ; tliere fwectly fmooth 
lis evening pillow ; dance around his groves } 
j)d, where he ti-eads, with violets paint hit way.- 
ut leave Elvira ! leave her, now no more 
our fVail companion ! in the facred cells 
f fome lone cloifter let me fhroud my fhame : 
liere, to the matin bell, obfequious, pour 
ly conftant orifons. The wanton Loves, 
.nd gay Defires, ihall fpy the glimmering towers,^ 
J9d wing their flight aloof: but reft confinnM, 
hat never ihall Elvira^s tongue conclude 
ier fliorteft prayer, ere Henry's dear fuccefs 
'he warmtft accent of her zeUl employ.*' 
Thus fpoke the weeping fiair, whofe artlefs mind- 
npartial fcom^d to miodel herefteem 
Y native ctiftoms j^ drefs, and face, and air, 
nd manners, lefs ; nor yet refolv'd in vain^ 
e, bound by prior love, the folemn vow 
iven and reeeivM, to foft companion gave 
tender tear $ . then with that kind adieu 

Efteem 
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Efteem could warrant, weary'd heaven with prayers- 
To (hield that tender breaft he left forlorn. 

He ceasMy and to the cloifter's peniive fcene 
Elvira ihap*d her folitary way. 

The SeHOQL.MI STRESS. 

In Imitation of S p e k s e r. 

<' Auditse voces, vagitus & ingens,- 
<< lofantumque animae flentes in limine primo/* ViRC. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

What particulars in Spenfer were imagined moft 

proper for the Author's imitation on this occa- 

Jion^ are his language^ his JimplicUy^ his manner 

of defer iftion^ and a peculiar tendermft oiftnti- 

ment remarkable throughout his works. 

A H me ! full forely is my heart forlorn y- 
"^^ To think how modeft worth negle£led lies j 
While partial fame doth with her blafts adorn 
Such deeds alone, as pride and pomp difguifc \ 
Deeds of ill fort, and mifchievous emprize : 
Lend me thy clarion, goddefs '. let me try 
To found the praife of merit, ere it dies ; 
Such as I oft have chaunced to efpy, 
ILoft in the dreary fhades of dull obfcurity. 
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[n every village mark'd with little fpire, 

Bm bowcrM in trees> and hardly known to fame» 

There dwells, in lowly (hed, and mean attire, 

A. matron old, whom we fchool-miftrefs name^ 

Who boafts unruly brats with birch to tame:; 

They.grieven lore, in piteous durance pent, 

Aw'd by the power of this relentlefs dame; 

And oft-times, on vagaries idly bent, 

r unkempt hair, or taik unconnM> are forely ihent. 

And all in fight doth rife a bir<:hen tree, 
Which learning near her little dome did ftowe^ 
Whilom a twig of fmall regard to fee. 
Though BOW ib wide its waving branches flow} 
And work the fimple vaifals mickle woe| 
For not a wind might cud the leaves that blew. 
But their limbs ihudderM, and :their jniUe beat low| 
And as they look'd they found their horror gre^ 
ndihapMit icrtorods, and tingled at the view* . 

So have I feen (who has not, may conceive,^ 

A lifelefs phantom near a garden placM^i 

So iloth it wanton birds of peace ^reave. 

Of fport, offoiig^ of pleasure, oforepaft; 

They ftait, they ftare, they wiieel^ they jottk aghaft^ 

Sad fervitude ! fuch comfortlef^ annoy - - 

May no bold Briton*s riper age e'er tafte ! 

Ne fuperftition clog his dance of joy, 

t vifion empty, vain, hit native blifs dcftroy. 

19ear 
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Kc3r to tkis dome is foimd 1 patch £o green, 
Oa whick the tribe thei/ gamboies do difplay; 
And at the door iiiipnf«Bu^ board is /cen. 
Left weddf wigkts of finaller fize fhould ftray ; 
£a^:er» perdie, to .bi& in fumiy day ! 
T^ noiMs intennixMy which thence refbund, 
Po Icarxung's little teaeaient betray : 
Wlxre fits the dame, difgais*d in look profbundt 

Aad e\-es her fairy throng, and tarns her wheel anKiol 

Her cap, iar wfaiier than the driven fnow, 
fliubii ri^ MKt of deeencj does yield i 
Her vjprou dy*d in gnas^ at hltu^ I tEowe, 
As if the hdfe-beli that adorns the field : 
And in her handy for leepter, ihe does wi^ 
Tway bii^hen fjfMrays^ with anxious "ftar entwin'4 
With dark diftmft, ite'd fad repentance fiilM; 
And ftedfaft^aie, and iharp affliction join'd, 
And fuiy uDcontroord, and chaftifeaient unkind. 

Few bat have ken*d, in fcnblance meet poxutray'l 
The childiOi faces of old SoPs train $ 
Libs, Notus, AuAer : theft in frowns array'd, 
How then would fare or eaith, or Bcy^ or main. 
Were the flem god to give his ilaves the rein? 
And were not ihe rebellions breafls to qneil. 
And were not ihe her ftatutes to noaintain. 
The cot no more, I ween, were deemed die cell, 
Where ccmely peac£ of mind, and decent oider dwe 

Aruf 
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A. niflet ffole was o'er her (houlders thrown j 
A ruffet kirtle fenc'd the aipping air ; 
'Twas fimple ruflet, but it was her own j 
'Xwas her own country bred the flock fo fairj 
*Twas her own labour did the fleece prepare j 
A.nd, footli to fay, her pupils, ranged arouad> 
Through pious awe, did term it pafliing rare $. 
For they in gaping wonderment abjound, 
id think, no doubt^ ihe been Uie greateft wight oin 
ground. 

Albeit ne flatteiy did corrupt her truths 

Ne pompous title did debauch her earj 

Goody, good-woman^ gofiip, n'aunt, forfooth^ ' 

Or dame, the fble additions ihe did hoarj 

Vet thefe (tie dialleng'd, thefe ihe held ri^^bt dears 

tie would efteem him a6l as mought behove,. 

Who iliould not honoured eld with thefe revere i 

For never title yet j(b mean could prove. 

It tliere was eke a mind which did that tiUc love* 

One ancient hen ihe ^oolt delight to feed, 

rhc plodding pattern of the bufy dafne 5 

Which, ever* and anon, impellM by need, 

Ento her fchool, begirt with chickens, camej 

Such favour did her paft deportment claim : 

A.nd, if negle6l had laviihM on the ground 

Fragment of bread, ihe would colle£l the fame; 

For well ihe knew, and quaintly could expound, 

hat fin it were to wafte the fmalleft cnunb ihe found* ^ 
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Hobs too (he knew, and well of each could fpeak 
That in her garden fip'd the filvery dew ; 
Where no vain flower dlfclos'd a gawdy ftreak; 
But herbs for ufe, and phyilc, not a few, 
Of grey renown, within tliofe borders grew t 
The tufted bafil, pun-provoking th)'Tne, 
Frelh baum, and mary-gold of chearful hue; 
The lowly gill, that never dares to climb ; 
And more I fain would fing, difdaining here to rhyme. 

Yet euplirafy may not be left unfung. 
That gives dim eyes to wander leagjues around; 
And pungent radi(h, biting infants tongue; 
And plantain ribbM, that heals the reaper^swouqd; 
And marjoram fweet, in ftiepherd's pofie found; 
And lavender, whofe fpikes of azure bloom 
^faall be, ere-while, in arid bundles bound, 
To lurk amidft the labours of her loom. 
And crown her kerchiefs clean, with mickle rare perfun 

And here trim rofemarine, that whilom crown'd 
The daintieft garden of the proudeft peer 5 
Eref, driven from its envy'd fite, it found 
A facred flicker for its branches here j 
Where edg'd with gold its glittering fkirts appear 
Oh waifel days ! O cuftoms meet and well ! 
Ere this was banifh'd from its lofty fphere : 
Simplicity then fought this humble cell. 
Nor ever -vyould flie more with thane and lordliog dwe 

Hi 



THE SCHOOI^MISTRESS, xi 

Jlere oft the dame, on fxbbath's decent eve, 
iHymned fuch pfalint as Sternhold forth diJ mete, 
If winter 'twere, flie to her hearth did cleave, 
fiut in her garden found a fummer-feat : 
Sweet melody ! to hear her tlien repeat 
How IfraePs fons, beneath a foreign king. 
While taunting foe-men did a fong intreat. 
Ail, for the nonce, untuning every firing, 
*^phiing theirufelefs lyres— final! heart had they to fing 

For 01C was juft, and friend to Tiftuous lore. 
And pafsM much time in truly virtuous deed 4 
And, in thofe elfins' ears, would oft deplore 
Tlie times, when truth by popifli rage diil bleed ; 
And tortious death was true devotion's meod j 
And fimple faith in iron chains did i.iourn. 
That nould on wooden image pkce hci* cre<u! j 
And lawfiy faints in fmouldering flames did burn : 
vAh! deareft lord, forefcnd, thilk days (hould cVr rctiin 

In elbow-chair, like that of Scottifh ((cm 
By the fliarp tooth of cankering eld defac'd, 
In which, when he receives his diadem. 
Our fovereign prioce and liefeft Ilcge is plac'd, 
The matron fate 5 and fome witli rank {l\c gracM, 
(The fource of childrcns and of courtiers pride !) 
RedrefsM affronts, for vile affronts there pafs'd j 
And wamM them not the fretful to deride. 
But love each other dear, whatever them betide. 
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Right well flic knew each temper to dcfcry; 
To thwart the proud, and the i'ubmifs to raiiey 
Some with vile copper-prize exalt on high, | 

And fome entice with pittance fmall of praifcj 
And otlier fome with baleful fprig ihe 'fi-ays: 
£v*n abfent, flie the reins of power doth holdi 
While with quaint arts the giddy crowd ihe i^)^'t 
Forewam'd, if little bird their pranks behold, 
*Twi]l whifper in her ear, and all the fcene unfoli 

Lo now with ftate (he utters the conunand I 
Eftfoons the urchins to their tafks repair } 
Their books of ftature fmall they take i& handi 
Which with pellucid horn fecured are | 
To fave from finger wet the letters fair ; 
The work fo gay, that on tlieir back is. leen, 
St. George's high atchievements does dedait; 
On which thilk wight that has y-gazing been, 
Kens the forth-coming rod, unpleaiing fight, I''*' 

Ah lucklefs he, and bom beneath the beam 
Of evil ftar ! it irks me whilft I write ! 
As erft the • bard by Mulla's filver ftrcam, 
Oft, as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 
SighM as he fung, and did in tears indUc. 
For brandifliing the rod, flie doth begin 
To loofe the brogues, the ftripling's late delight' 
And down they drop ; appears his dainty Ikini 
Fair as the furry-coat of whiteft ermiliu. 

On* 
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) ruthful fcene • when from a nook obfcure, 

lis little lifter doth his peril fee : 

\.ll playful as (lie fate, ihe grows demure; 

Ihe finds full foon her wonted fpirits fleej 

)hc meditates a prayer to fet him free : 

4or gentle pardon could this dame deny 

If gentlr parcjon could with dames agree) 

To her fad grief that fwells in either eye, 

id wrings her fo that all for pity ftie could dye. 

Mo longer can (he now her fkrieks command j 
^nd hardly (he forbears, through awful fear. 
To nifhen forth, and, with prefumptuou^ hand. 
To ftay har(h juftice in its mid career. 
On thee (he calls, on thee her parent dear I 
J Ah ! too remote to ward the (hameful blow !) 
She fees no kind domeltic vifage near, 
A-nd foon a flood of tears begins to flow ; 
id gives a loofe at laft to unavailing woe. 

But ah ! what pen his piteous plight may trace ? 
Or what device his loud laments explain ? 
The form uncouth of his difguifed face ? 
The .pallid hue that dyes his looks amain ? 
The plenteous (hower that does his cheek diftain ? 
When he, in abjeft wife, implores the dame, 
Ne hopeth aught of fweet reprieve to gain ; 
Or when from high (he levels well her aim, 
nd, through the thatch, his cries each falling ftrokc 
proclaim. 

U « Th«^ 
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The otlier tribe, aghafe. With fore difinay. 
Attend, and conn dieir taifks with mickle care : 
By turns, aftony'd, every twig furvey. 
And, from their fellows' hateful wounds, bcw? 
Knowing, I wift, how each the fame may fliar 
Till fear has taught them a p<;if6rmance meet, 
And to the well-known cheft the dame repair; 
Whence oft with fugarM cates (he doth them g 
And ginger-bread y-rare j now certes, douWy fw 

See to their feats they hye with merry glee, 
And in befeemly order fitten there 5 
All but the wight 6f bum y-galjed, he, 
Abhorreth bench and llool, and fourm, and ch 
(This hand in moutli y-fix'd, that rends his ha 
And eke with fnubs profound, and heaving bi 
Convullions intermitting ! does declare 
His grievous wrong; his dame's unjuft beheft 
And fcoms her ofter^d love, and (huns to be can 

His face beiprent with liquid cryftal fhines. 
His blooming face that feems a purple flower, 
Which low to earth its drooping head declines 
All fraear'd and fully'd by a vernal /hower. 
O the hard bofoms of defpotic power ! 
All, all, but (he, the author of his fhame. 
All, all, but fhe, regret this mournful hour : 
Yet hence the youth, and lience the flower, fhal] 
if fo I deem aright, tranfcending worth and fan 
% I 
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Behind forae door, in jiielanqhply thought, 
Mindlefs of food, he, dre^uy eaitifF! pipes 5 
^c for his fellows joyaunce c»r?th aught* 
But to the wind. all merriment refigns j 
And deems it ihame, if h^ to peace inclines ; 
And many a fullen loojc afcance is (ent^ 
Which for his dame*s annqyance he defign^ s 
And ilill the more to pWafi|re him ftP 's bent* 
le more doUi he> peperiei h^ ^yipnr paft fefept^ 

Ah me ! how much I fear left pride it be I 
But if th?t pride jt be, vr\^ch thus in^ires. 
Beware, ye dames* wi^ nice difcempient iee. 
Ye quench not tQQ the fparks of npbler fires r 
Ah ! better far than all the M^^fes* jyrcs^ 
All coward arts, is yalour^s generqus heat; 
The firm fixt breaft which fit and right requires^ 
Like Vcmon's patriot foul ; more juftly great 
ban craft that (Hmps for ill, or flowery falfe deceits 

Yet, nurs'd with (kill, what dazzling^ fruits appear I 
Ev*n now iagacious forefight points to ihow 
A little bench of heedle& biOiops here. 
And there a chancellour in embryo, 
Or bard fublime, if bard may e'er be fo. 
As Milton 9 Shakefpeare, names tliat ne*er (hall dye ! 
Though now ht crawl along the ground fo low. 
Nor weeting Ivow the Mufe ihould fear on high, 
^ilheth, poor ftarveling c;^! his paper kite may fly. 

U 3 ^a. 
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And this perhaps, who, cenfuring the defign, 
Low lays the houfe which that of cards doth buildi 
Shall Dennis be \ if rigid fate incline, , 

And many an epic to his rage (hall yield ; 
And many a poet quit th' Aonian field } 
And, fourM by age, profound he (hall appear, 
As he who now with *fdainful fury thrilPd 
Surveys mine work j and levels many a fneer, 
And furls his wrinkly front, and cries, " WhatftulTis 
"here?" 

But now Dan Phoebus gains the middle due, 
And liberty unbars her prifon-door; 
And like a ruihing torrent out they fly. 
And now the gnffy cirque han covered o'er 
With boifterous revel-rout and wild uproar j 
A thoufand ways in wanton rings they nm, 
Heaven (hield their (hort-livM padimes, I implore 
For well may freedom erft fo dearly won, 
Appear to Britifli elf more gladfome than the fuc- 

Enjoy, poor imps ! enjoy your fportive trade, 
And chafe gay flies, and cull the faircll fiowei > ; 
For when my bones in grafs-green fods are laid} 
For never may ye tafte more carelefs hours 
In knightly caftles or in ladies bowers. 
O vain to feek delight in earthly thing ! 
But moft in courts where proud ambition towers j 
Deluded wight ! who weens fair peace can fpiir.g 
Beneath the pompous dome of kefar or of king. 
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See in each fprite fome various bent appear! 
Thefe rudely carol moft incondite lay j 
Thofe fauntering on the green, with jocund leer 
Salute the ftranger pafling on his way; 
Some builden fragile tenements of clay ; 
Some to the (landing lake £heir courfes bend, 
AVith pebbles fmooth at duck and drake to play ; 
Thilk to the huxter*s favory cottage tend, 
1 paftry kings and queens th"* allotted mite to fpend. 

Here, as each feafon yields a diffei^nt (lore. 
Each feafon's (lores in order ranged been j 
Apples with cabbage-net y-cover'd o'er. 
Galling 'full fore th' unmone'yM wight, are feenj 
And goofe-bVie clad in livery red or green j. 
And here of lovely dye, the catharine pear. 
Fine pear ! as lovely for thy juice, I ween ; 
O may no wight e'er pennylefs come there, 
^ft fmit with ardent love he pine with hopelefs care ! 

See ! cherries here, ere chen ies yet abound, 
With thread fo white in tempting po(ies ty'd. 
Scattering like blooming maid their glances round. 
With pamper'd look draw little eyes a(ide; 
And muft be bought, though penury betide. 
The plumb all azure and the nut all brown. 
And here each feafon do thofe cakes abide, 
Whofe honoured names * th' inventive city own, 
cndering through Britain's ifle Salopians praifes known. 
U 4 Admir'J 

* Shr«wfl>ui*y cakes. 
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AdmirM Salopia I that with venial pride. 
Eyes her bright form in Sevem*8 ambient wavc^ 
FamM for her loyal cares in perils try'd. 
Her daughters lovely, and her ilriplings brave : 
Ah ! midft the reft,, may flowers adom his grave^ 
Whofe art did firft thelc dulcet cates difpiay ! 
A motive fair to leaming^s imps he gave, 
Who chearlefs o'er her darkling region ftrayj 
Till reafon's mam wd&y and. light them. on theL'w: 
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L On a Tablet againU a Root-Houfe.* 

TT £ RE, in cool grot and mofly cell, 
-^ "*• We rural feys and faerie8> dwell 5 
Though rarely feen by Huutal eye. 
When the pale, moon, afcending high, 
Darts through yon limes her quinEecing beam»y 
We €n(k it near thefe cryftal ftreams. 

Her beams, refle6ked from the wave. 
Afford the light our revels crave $ 
The turf, with daifie* broidcr'd o'er 
exceeds, we wot, the Parian floor 5 
Nor yet for artful ftrains we call,^ 
But liften to the water's falL 

Would you then tafte our tranquil fcene^ 
Be fure your bofoms be ferene j 
Devoid of hate, devoid of ftriff. 
Devoid of all that poifons life : 
And much it 'vails you in their place,, 
To graft the love of human race. 

And ti*ead with awe thefe favoured bowers. 
Nor wound the ibruh^j. nor bruife the flowers f 
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So may your path with fwcets abound j 
So may your couch with reft be ciown*d ! 
But harm betide the wacyward (Vain, 
Who dares our hallowM haunts profane ! 

IL On an Ur N. 

INGENIO ET AMICITIAE 
GULIELMI SOMEHVILE. 

And on the oppofite fide, 

O. S. POSVIT, 

Deblta fpargens lacryma favillam 
Vatis amici. 

III. To Mr. D o D s L E T. 

/^ OME then, my friend, thy fylvan tafte difpla) 
^^ Come hear ihy Faunus tune his rullic layj 
Ah, rather come, and in thefe dells difown 
The care of other drains, and tune thine own. 

IV, On the Back of a Gothic Seat. 

SHEPHERD, would'ft thou here obtain 
Plenfure unalloy'd with pain ? 
Joy that fuits the rural .'phcre ? 
Gentle ^liepherd, lend an ear. 

Learn to reliih calm delight, 
Verdant vales and fountains bright 5 
Trees that nod on floping hills, 
"^ • Caves that echo tinkling rillp. 
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If thou canft no charm difclofe 
In the fimpleft bud that blows ; 
Go, forfake thy plain and fold, 
Join the crowd, and toil for gold. 
Tranquil pleafures never cloy 5 
Banifh each tumultuous joy : 
All but love — for^love infpires 
Fonder wifhes, warmer fires. 

Love and all its joys be thine — 

Yet, ere thou the reins refign, 

Hear what Reafon feems to fay. 

Hear attentive, and obey. 

** Crimfon leaves the rofe adorn, 

«< But beneath them lurks a thorn j 

** Fair and floweiy is the brake, 

«* Yet it hides the vengeful fnake. •. ^ 

*< Think not (he, whofe empty piide 
« Dares the fleecy garb deride, 
" Think not fhe, who, light and vain, 
« Scorns the fheep, can Tove the fwain. 
: ** Artlefs deed and fimple drefs 
«< Mark the chofcn fhepherdefs ; 
**• Thoughts by decency controlM^ 
** Well conceiv'd, and freely told. 
<* Senfe, that ftiuns each confcious air, 
" Wit, that falls ere well awaie j 
« Generous pity, prone to figh 
** If her kid or lambkin die. 

<*\ 
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*' Let not lucre, let not pnde, 
** Draw thee from Aich charms afidej 
** Have not thofe their proper fphere ? 
** Gentler paffions triumph here. 

** See, to fwceten thy repofe. 
** The blofTom buds, the fountain flows ; 
** Lo I to crown thy healthful boards 
** All that milk and fruits afford. 

'* Seek no more— the reft is vain j 
** Pleafure ending foon in pain : 
** Anguifh lightly gilded o'er s 
** Clofe thy wiih, and feek no more.'* 

V. On the Back of a Gothic Alcove. 

•^ You that bathe in courtly blyife, 
^^ Or toyle in fortune's giddy fpheare j 
Do not too I'alhly deem amyffe 
Of him that bydes contented here. 

Nor yet difdeigne the ruflet ftoale. 

Which o'er each carelefle lymbe he flyngs ; 

Nor yet deryde the beechen bowle. 

In whyche he quaffs the lympid fprings. 

Forgive him, if at eve or dawne, 
Devoide of worldlye cark he ftray ; 

Or all befide fome flowerye lawne, 
He wade his inoff<^nfive daye. 
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So may he pardonne fraud and ftrife, 

If fuch in courtlye haunt he fee : 
For faults there beene in bufye life^ 

From whyche thefe peaceful glennes are free* 

VI. On a Seat, under a Spreading Beech. 

TJ O C erat in votis : modus agri non ita magnus^ 
*• •*- Hortus ubi, et tefto vicinus jugis aquae fons, 
Bt paulum fylvae fuper his foret. Au6lius atque 
Dii melius fecere. ■ 

VII. Oh a Seat. 

lOSEPHO SPEKCE^ 

EXIMIO NOSTRO CRITONI; 

CVI DICARI TELLET 

MVSARVM OMNIVI« ET GRATIARVM CHORVS^ 

DICAT AMICITIA. 

HDCCLVIII. 

VIII. On die Affigmtion Seat. 

NEKiNE Galatea ! thymo mihi dulcior Hyblse^ 
Candidior cygnis, hedera formoflor alba * 
Cum primum pafti repetent praefepia tauri. 
Si qiiie ttli Corydonis habet ts cnra, Tenito. 
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IX. On an ornamented Urn, infcribed toMIfs 
Dolman, a beautiful and amiable relation of 
Mr. Shenstone's, who died of the fmall-pox, 
about twenty-one years of age. 

PERAMABILI SVAE CONSOBRINAE 
M. D. 

On the other fide : 

AH MARIA 

PVELLARVM ELEG ANTIS SIM A, 

AH FLORE VENVSTATIS- ABREPTA, 

VALE I 

HEV qVANTO MINVS EST 

CVM RELK^IS VERSARI, 

QVAM TVI 

MEMINISSE ! 

X,. On a Seat. 

CELEBERRIMO POETAE 

lACOBO THOMSON 

PROPE PONTES ILLI NON FASTIDITOS 

C. S. 

SEDEM HANC ORNAVIT, 

Quae tibi, quae tali reddam pro carmine dona? 
Nam neqiie me tantum venientis fibilus auftri, 
Nee percufia juvant fluftu tarn litora, nee quae 
*. Saxofas infer dccumint flumina valles. 

I XI. On 
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XI. On a Seat at the Bottom of a large Root, 
on the Side of a Slope. 

1^ Let me haunt this peaceful /hade; 
^^ Nor let Ambition e'er invade 
The tenants of this leafy bower 
That fhun her paths, and flight her pojvcr! 
Hitlier the. peaceful Halcyon flies 
From focial meads and open flcies ; 
Pleas'd by this rill her courfe to iker, 
. And hide her fapphire plumage here. 
The trout, bedropt with crimfon ftains, 
Forfakcs the river's proud domains j 
Forfakes the fun's unwelcome gleam, 
To lurk within this humble ftream. 
And fure I hear the Naiad fay. 
Flow, flow, my flream, this devious way^ 
Though lovely foft thy murmurs are. 
Thy waters lovely cool and fair. 

Flow, gentle ftream, nor let the vain 
Thy fmall unfully'd ftores difdain s 
Nor let the penfivc fage repine, 
Whofe latent courfe refembles thine. 

XII. On a fmall Obeliik in Virgil's Grove. 

p. VIRGILIO MARONI 
LAFIS ISTE CVM LVCO 8ACER EBTO. 
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XIIL On a Stone, hy a Cbalybeat Spring. 

FOKS. FERRVG2NBV&« 
BIVAE QUAE SECES8V ISTO PRVJ CONC£DIT« 

XIV. Oa a Stone Seat, making part of a Cave. 

INTVS AQVAE DULCI8, VIVOQUB SBDIWA SAXO; 
^YMPHARVM DOMVS. 

XV. On two Seats, to two of hismroft particalar 
Friends. The firft thus, 

AMICITIAE ET MERlTId 
RiCHARDI GRAVES: 
IPSAE TE, TITYRE, PINVS, 
iPSl TB PONTES, IP«A HABC ARBVSTJk VOCABANT. 

The other, 

AMICITIAE ET MERITIt 
RICHARDI JAGO. 

XVI. On a Statue of Venus dc Medicis. 

i— <« Semi eduaa Venus." 

<* 'Tp O Venus, Venus here retir'd, 

^ ** My ibber vows I pay : 
'** Not her on Pi^phtan plains admir^d^ 
** The bold, the pert, the gay. 
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•* Not her whofe amorous leer prevailed 

" To bribe the Phiygian boy 5 
** Not her who, clad in armour, faird 

" To fave difaftrous Troy. 

•* Frefh rifmg from tlie foamy tide, 

" She every bofom warms j 
« While haif withdntwn (he fecms to hide, 

** And haif reveals, her charms, 
** Learn lience, ye boaftful fons of tafte, 

•* Who plan the rural (hade; 
*' Learn hence to fliun the vicious wafte 

'< Of pomp, at large difplayM« 
•' Let fweet concealment's magic art 

" Your m^jiy bounds inveft j • / 

** And while the fight unvpils a part, 

«* Let fMy paint the reft. 

^« Let coy referve with coft «nite 

** To grace your wood or field 5 
** No ray obtru'five pal^ the fight, 

** In aught you painf, ef buiM. 
«* And far be driven the fumptuous glare 

«< Of gold, from Britifli grbves 5 
*« And far the meretricious air 

«* Of China's vain al doves. 

** 'Tis bafhful beauty ever twines 
" The moft coercive ciuin } 
*• 'Tis flie, that fovereign rule declines, 
- «< Who beft deferves to reign.'* 



3d6 SHENSTONE'S POEMS. 



XVII. Intended to be written at the Beginning of j 
a CoUedion of Flowers, which Mr. Shenstone ; 
coloured for Mrs. J ago. 

ELBGANTISSIMAE FVELLAE 

DOROTHEAS FANCOVRTy 

^AE PERDILECTI SVI CONDISCIPVLI 

RICHARDI lAGO 

AMORES MERVITy 

D. D. 

GVLIELMVS SHENSTONE; 

DEBIT AE NYMPHIS OPIFEX CORONAE. 

XVIII. Propofed to Mr. Graves by Mr. Shbn- 
sTONEy as a proper Infcription for himfelf. 

AMICITIAB G. S. 

KAIADAS PARITER AC MV8AS 

EXCOLENDOy 

SIMUL ET VILLAM EIVS ELEGANTISSIMAM 

MOMEN<^E SVVM 

ILLVSTRAVIT. 

« (FORTVNATVS ET ILLE DEOS qVI NOVIT 

" AGRESTES) 
<« PANAqVE, 8YLVANVM<^E, SENEHj ^YM- 

« fhas^ve sorores.** Virg. 

VERSES 
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VERSES 

T O 

Mr. S H E N S T O N E. 

Written on a Ferme Ornee, near Birmingham 

By the late Lady Luxborough. 

i^'T^ IS Nature here bids pkaiing fcenes arife, 
-*- And wifely gives them Cynthio to revife : 
To veil each blemifh ; brighten every gi-ace ; 
Yet liill prefervc the lovely parentis face. 
How well the Bard obeys, each valley tells ; 
Thefe lucid ftreams, gay meads, and lonely cells ; 
Where raodeft Art in filence lurks concealed. 
While Nature (hines fo gracefully reveal'd. 
That (he triumphant claims the total f^an. 
And, with frelh pride, adopts the work of man. 

ToWlLLIAMSHENSTONK,Efi};atthcLEASOWES; 

By Mr. Graves. 
** Vellem in amicitia fic erraremus V HOR. 

^ E E ! the tall youth, by partial Fate's decree, 
*^ To affluence bom, and from reftraint fet free. 
Eager he feeks the fcenes of gay refort. 
The wall, the rout, the play-houfe, and the co\ist\ 
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Soon for fome vamifliM nymph of dubious fame. 

Or powdered pccrcfs, counterfeits a flame. 

Behold him now, enra^r'd, IWear and (igh, 

Drefs, dance, drink, revel, all he knows not why j 

Till, by kind fate reftorM to country air. 

He. mai'ks the rofes of fome rural fair : 

Smit with her utiaffcfted native dnumsy 

A real pailion foon his bofom warms ; 

And, wakM from idle dieams, he takes a wife, 

And taftes the genuine happinefs of Hfe. 

Thus, in the vacant feafon of the year, 
Some Templar gay begins his wild career. 
From feat to feat o^er pompous fcenes he flies. 
Views all with equal wonder and furprize ; 
Till, (ick of domes, arcades, and temples grown. 
He hies fatigued, not fatisfied, to town. 
Yet if fome kinder Genius point his way 
To where the Mufes o'er thy Leafowcs ftray. 
Charmed with the fylvan beauties of the place. 
Where Art aflumes the fweets of Nature's face, 
Each hilly each dale, each confecrated grove. 
Each lake, and falling ftream, his rapture move. 
Like the fage captive 19 Calypio's grott. 
The cares, the pleafures, of the world forgot. 
Of calm content he hails the genuine fphere. 
And longs to dwell a blifsful hermit here. 
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VERSES received by tke pojft, from a L A D Y 
imJkuQwn, 1761. 

TT E A L T H. to the Bard in Leaibwos* happy gcoyes j 
-■^ Health, and fweet converfc \Kith the Mufe he 

loves ! 
The humbleft votaxy of the tuneful Nine, 
With trembling h%n4» atbeoopts her artleis line^ 
In numbers fuch as uniiauglu nature brings j 
As flow, fpontaneouSy Ui^e thy naj^ire ipriags. 

But ah ! what airy fp/ms around me rife } 
The ruifet mountain gj^ovn with Tlclmr diet j 
In circling dance a pigmy crowd appear. 
And hark ! ^n infant voice ialutes my ear : 
« Mortal, thy aim we know, thy taik approve j 

< His merit honour, an4 his genius love : 

* For us what verdant carpets has he fpread, 
« Where nightly we our myftic maze? tiead I 

* For us, each fliady grpve and rural feat, 

* His falling ftreams and flowii^g numbers fweet ! 

< Didft tliou not mark, amid the winding dell, 
« What tuneful verfe adorns the moffy cell ? 

« There every fairy of our iprightly train 

* Refort, to blefs the woodland and the pUin. 

< There, as we move, unbidden beauties glow, 

* The green turf brightens, and the violets blow j 

* And there with thoughts fublime we blefs the Twain, 

* Nor we infptre, nor he attends, in vain. 

X 3 ^ O^. 
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* Go, fimple rhymer ! bear this meifage trus ; 
' The triithl that fairies dictate none (hall me. 

* Say to the Bard in Leafowes* happy grove, 

• Whom Dryads honour, and whom Fairies love— 
** Content thyfelf no longer that tliy lays, 

« By others fofter'd, lend to others praife ; 

'' No longer to the favouring world refufe 

*' The welcome treafures of thy polifli'd Mufej. 

« The fcatter'd blooms, that boaft thy valued name, 

<< Colkft, unite, and give die ¥nreath to fame : 

*' Ne'er can thy virtues, orthyverfe, engage 

'< More (bKd praife than in this happieft age, 

" When fchfe and merit *8 cherifli'd by the throne, 

" And each illuftrious privilege tlieir own. 

" Though modeft be thy gentle Mufe, I ween, 1 

" Oh, lead her blufhing from the daify'd green, V 

" A fit atten4ant on Britannia's Queen." ) 

Ye fportive elves, as faithful I relate 
Th' intrufted mandates of your fairy ftatc, 
Vifit thefe wilds again with nightly caie 5 
So fhall my kine, of all the herd, repair 
In healthful plight to fill the copious pail ! 
My (hecp lie pent with fafety in the dale i 
My poultry fear no robber in the rooft. 
My linen more than common whitenefs boaft : 
Let orvlel*, peace, and houfewifry be mine; 
Shcnflonc, be fancy, fame, and fortune thine. 

COTSWOULDIA- 
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On the difcovery of an Echo at Edgbaston. 

TT A ! what art thou, whofe voice unknown 
*^ •■■ Pours on thcfe plains its tender moan ? 
Art thou the nymph in Shenftone*s dale. 
Who doft witli plaintive note bewail 
That he forfakes th' Aonian maids» 
To court inconftant rills and fhadcs ? 
Mourn not, fweet nymphs— alas, in vain 
Do they invite, and thou complain — 

Yet, while he woo'd the gentle throng,. 
With liquid lay and melting fong. 
The liftening herd around him ftray'd. 
In wanton frifk the lambkins play'd. 
And every Naiad ceas'd to lave 
Her azure limbs amid the wave. 
The Graces danc'd j the rofy band 
Of Smiles and Loves went hand in hand $ 
And purple Pleafures ftrew'd the way 
With fweeteft flowers : and every ray 
Of each fond Mufe, with rapture fir'd. 
To glowing thought his bread infpirM. 
The hills rejoic'd, the valleys rung. 
All nature fmil'd, while Shenftone fung. 

So charm'd his lay j but now no more— 
Ah ! why doft thou repeat—" no more ?"' 
Ev*n now he hies to deck the grove, 
To deck the fcene the Mufes love j 

X 4 KcA. 



^% VERSESTO 

And Toon again will own their fway. 
And thou refound the peeriefs lay. 
And with immortal numbers ^11 
Each rocky cave and vocal hill. 

V E R S E S by Mr. Dodsle y, on his firft amTal 
at the LEAS OWES, 1754. 

•* TT O W (hall I fix my wandering eye ? Where find 
*"• *< The fource of this enchantment ? Dwells itin 
" The woods ? or waves there not a magic wand 
" O'er the tranflucent waters ? Sure, unfeen, 
*< Some favouring power direfts the happy lines 
« That Iketch thcfe beauties ; fwells the rifing hills, 
" And fcoops the dales, to Nature's fineft forms, 
«« Vague, undetermined, infinite j untaught 
<* By line or compafs, yet fupremely fair." 
So fpake Philenor, as with raptur'd gaze 
He travers'd Damon's farm. From diftant plains 
He fought his friend's abode : nor had the fame 
Of that new-foxin'd Arcadia reacli'd his car. 

And thus the fwain, as o'er each hill and dale, 
Through lawn or thicket he purfued his way : 
<* What is it gilds the verdure of thefe meads 
** With hues more bright than fancy paints the flowers 
** Of Paradlle ? What Naiad's guiding hand 
*< Leads, through the brolder'd vale, the lucid rills> 
** That, murmuring as tliey flow, bear melody 
** Along their banks j and through the vocal fliadcs, 
** Iniinove the muilc of th* woodland thoir ? 

«• What 
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«< What penfive Dryad rais'd yon foltmn gjcavtp 

*< Where minds contemplative, at clofe of day 

*« Retiring, Mufe o'er Nature's various v^orksy 

** Her wonders venerate, or her fweets enjoy-* 

'* What room for doubt? Some rural deity^ 

" Prefiding, fcatters o'er th' unequal lawns, 

<< In beauteous wildnefs, yon fair-fpreading tceett f 

<< And mingling woods and waters, hills and d^ks^ 

<< And herds and bleating flocks, domeftic fowl, 

** And thofe that fwim the lake, fees riiing round 

*< More pleafmg landfldps than in Tempe's vale 

** Peneus water'd. Yes, fome* fylvan god 

«* Spreads wide the varied profpeft ; waves the woods, 

*' Lifts the proud hills, and clears thefhining lakes $ 

*' While, from the congregated waters poarM, 

" The buriling torrent tumbles down the fteep 

<* In foaming fury ; fierce, irregular, 

«* Wild, interrupted, crofsM with rocks and roott 

** And interwoven trees j till, foon abibib'df 

*' An opening cavern all its rage entombs. 

** So vaniih human glories I Such the pomp 

*' Of fwelling warriors, of ambitious kings, 

<< Who fret and ftrut their hour upon the ft^e 

<< Of bufy life, and then .are heard no more f 

** Yes, 'tis enchantment all— And fee, the ipells^ 
'* The powerful incantations, magic verfe, 
•* Infcrib'd on every tree, alcove, or urn.— 
*< Spells I —Incantations ! —all, my tuneful fnend ! 
*' Thine are the numbers ! thine the wondrous work !•« 
** Yes, great magician ! now I read Ace rigj\t» 
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** And lightly weigh all forcery but thinci 

** No Naiades leadmg ftep condu6^s the rill ; 

*< Nor fylvan god prefiding fkirts the lawn 

•« In beauteous wildneft, with f air- fpi*eading trees? 

<« Nor magic wand has circumfcribM the fcene. 

" 'Tis thine own tafte, thy genius that prdides, 

** Nor needs there other deity, nor needs 

" More potent fpells than they/* — No more the fwain. 

For lo, his Damon, o*er tlie tufted lawn 

Advancing, leads him to the focial dome. 

To Mr.R.D. en theDeathof Mr. Shenstone. 

*« Thee, (hephei*d, thee, the woods and defart caves, 
** With wild thyme and the gadding vine o'ergrown, 
•* And all their echoes mourn/' Milt. 

J'T^ I S pad ! my friend ; the tranfient fcene Is closed I 

'■' The fairy pile, th' enchanted vifion rais'd 
By Damon's magic Ikill, is loft in air! 

What though the lawns and pendant woods remain, 
Each tinkling ftream, each i-ufhing cataraft. 
With lapfe inceflant echoes llircugh the dale ? 
Yet what avails the lifelefs landlkip now? 
The charm 's dilTolvM ; the f^enius of the wood, 
Alas ! is flown — for Damon is no more. 

As when from fair Lyceum crown'd with pines, 
Or Maenalus with leaves autumnal ftrew'd, 
Irhe tuneful Pan retires j the vocal hills 
Ktfound no more, and all Arcadia mourns. ^ 
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Yet here we fondly dreamt of lafting joys : 
Here we had hop'd, from noify throngs rctir'<J, 
To drink large draughts of friend ihip's cordial ftream ; 
In fweet oblivion wrapt, by Damon^s verfe. 
And focial converfe^ many a fnmmer's day. 

Jtomantlc wifh ! In vain frail mortals trace 
Th' imperfeft iketch of human blifs^whilft yet 
Th** enrapturM £re his well-phmnM ftru6bire viewf , 
Majeftic riling ^midft his infant groves : 
^See8 the dark laurel fpread its glofly ihade. 
Its languid bloom the purple lilach blend. 
Or pale laburnum drop its peniile chain : 
Death fpreads the fatal ihaft, and bids his heir 
Tranfplant the cyprefs round his father's tomb. 

Oh ! teach me then, like you, my fnend, to raife 
To moral truths my groveling fong { for, ah ! 
Too long, by lawlefs fancy led aftray, 
Of nymphs and groves I Ve dreamt, and dancing fawns 
Or Naiad leaning o'er her tinkling, urn. . 
Oh ! could I learn to ran6lify my drains 
With hymns, like thofe by tuneful Meyrick fung— 
Or rather catcU the melancholy founds 
From Warton's reed, or Mafon's lyre— to paint 
The fudden gloom that damps my foul— But fee ! 
Melpomene herfelf has fhatch'd the pipe. 
With which fad Lyttelton his Lucia moum'dj 
And plaintive cries. My Shenftone is no more! 

R. Graves. 

VERSES 
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VERSES written at die Gardens of William 
Sbenstone, Efquire, near Birmingham, 1756. 

'< nie terrarum mihi praeter omnes 1 

«< Angnlns ridet." H6R. ' 

\JLT O ULD you dicfii lor'd recedes trace, j 

^^ And new fair Nature's mcdeft face? i 

See her in every field-flower bloom ? 
O'er every thicket Ihed perfiune ? 
By verdant groves, and vocal hillt , 
By mofly grotts, near purling rills, 
Whepe*«r you turn your wondering eyes. 
Behold her win without difgui/e. 

What though no pageant trifles here. 
As in the glare of courts, appear; 
Though rarely here be heard the nahie 
Of rank) or title, power, or fame j 1 

Yet, if ingenuous be your mind, 
A blifs more pure and unconfinM 
Your ftep attends — Draw freely nigh. 
And meet the Bard's benignant eye s \ 

On him no pedant forms await. 
No proud referve fhuts up his gate 5 
No rpleen, no party views control 
That warm benevolence of foul. 
Which prompts the friendly generous part, 
Regardkfs of each venal art ; 

Re- 
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Regardlefs of the world's acclsum j 
And courteous with no felfifli aim* 
Draw freely nigh, and welcome.|i|i4» 
If not the coftly, yet the kind. 
Ohy he will lead you to the cells 
Where every Mufe and Virtue dwells. 
Where the green Dryads guard his woods^ 
Wherrthe blue Naiads guide his floods j 
Where all the Sifter-Graces, gay, 
That fhap'd his walk's meanderijig way. 
Stark-naked, or but wreath'd with flowers. 
Lie flumbering foft beneath his bowers. 

Wak'd by the ftock-dove^s melting ftraio,. 
Behold them rife! and, wrtk the train 
Of nymphs that haunt tlie ftream or groye» 
Or o'er the flowiery champatu rove. 
Join hand in hand— attentive gaae*— 
And mark the dance's myftic maze* 

" Such is the wavii^ lin«r," they cry, 
" For ever dear to Fancy's eye 1 
** Yon ftream tkat wanders down the dakf 
*' The fpiral vrood, the winding viile, 
« The patkwhkh, .wzou^ witk hidden ftili, 
*' Slow twining fcales yon diftafnt hiU 
'* With fir inveftod-*-all combine 
•* To recommend the waving line. 

" The wreathed rod of Bafichns fair, 
" The ringlets of Apollo's. h»ir, 
'* The wand by Maia's •flEi»9r4|& borne, 
^ The finootk ¥oliittt of . Aiiinflli'0 born, 
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** The ftrufture of the Cyprian dame, 
** And each fair female^s beauteous frame^, 
«* Shew, to the pupils of defign, 
** The triumphs of the waving line." 

Then gaze, and mark that union fweet. 
Where fair convex and concave meet; 
And while, quick fhifdng as you ftray. 
The vivid fcenes on fancy play j 
The lawn, of afpe^t fmooth and mild ; 
The foreit-ground grotefque and v/ild ; 
The ftirub that icents the mounting gale ; 
The ftream rough dafliing down the dale, 
From rock to rock, in eddies toft ; 
The diftant lake in which ''tis Loft ; 
Blue hills gay beaming through the glade ; 
Lone urns that folemnize the (hade ; 
Sweet interchange of all that charms 
In groves, meads, dingles, rivulets, farms ? 
If aught the fair confufion pleaie. 
With lafting health, and lafting eafe. 
To him who form*d the blifsful bower. 
And gave thy life one tranquil hour j ■ 
Wiih peace and freedom— thefe pofieft. 
His temperate mind fecures the reft. 
But if thy foul fuch blifs defpife. 
Avert thy dull incurious eyes ; 
Go fix there there, where gems and gold> 
Improved by Art, their power unfold j • 
Go try in courtly fdenes to trace 
A fairer form of • Nature's. face: . %• * 
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3 fcom Simplicity— but know, 
hat all our heart-felt joys below, 
hat all which virtue loves to name, 
'hich art configns to lafting fame, 
'^hich fixes wit or beauty's throne, 
erives its Iburce from Her alone. 

Arcadiq. 

) William Shenstone, E^q; in bis Sicknefs. 

By Mr. Woodhouse. ^ 

yE flowery plains, yc breezy woods, 
*- Ye bowers and gay alcoves, 

e falling (breams, ye filver floods. 
Ye grottoes, and ye groves I 

Lias t my heart feels no delight, 

. Though I youi* charms furvey ; 
^hile he con fumes in pain the night. 
In languid fighs the day. 

'he flowers difclofe a thonfand blooms, 

A thoufand fcents diffiife; 
'et all in vain they flied perfumes, 

In vain difplay their hues. 

Leftrain, ye flowers, your thoughtlefs pride. 

Recline your gaudy heads ; 
Uid fadly drooping, fide by fide, 

Embrace your kumid beds. 
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Tall oaktf that o*er the woodland fluuky 

Your lofty fumknits rear I 
Ah> why, in wonted charms arrayM, 

Expand your leaves fo fair ! 

For loy the flowers as gayly fmiley 
As wanton waves the tree 5 

Aflld though! fadly plain the while. 
Yet they regard not. me. 

Ahy ihould the Fates an arrow fend, 
And (hike the fatal wound. 

Who, who fliall then your fweets defend. 
Or fence your beauties round f 

But hark, perhaps, the plumy throng 
Have learnt my plsuntive tale, 

And fome fad dirge, or mournful fong, 
Comes floating in the gak. ^ 

Ah, no ! they chant a fprightly ftraia 

To foothe an amorous mate ; 
Unmindful of ray anxious pain 

And his uncertain fate. 
But fee, diefe little murmuring riDs 

With fond repinings rove ; 
And trickle wailing down the liills, 

Or weep along the grove. 

Oh, mock not if, beilde your flream, 

Y9 hear me too repine ; 
Or aid with fighs your mournful theroey 

And fondly call him mine. 

a 
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Ye envious winds, the caufe difplay* 

In whifpers as ye blow, 
Why did your treacherous gales convey 

The poifon'd (hafts of woe ? 
Did he not plant the fhady bower. 

Where you fo blithely meet ? 
The fcented (hrub, attd fragrant flower, 

To make your breezes fweet ? 

And muft he leave the wood, the field. 

The dear Arcadian reign ? 
Can neither verfe nor virtue fhield 

The guardian of the plain ? 
MuH he his tuneful breath reiign. 

Whom all the Mufes love ? 
That round his brow their laurels twine. 

And ^ his fongs approve. 
Prefesve him, mild Omnipotence ! 

Our Father, King, and God, 
Who clear*ll the paths of life and feufe. 

Or ftop'ft them at thy nod. 
Bleft power, who calm'ft the raging deep, 

His valued health reftoi-e. 
Nor let the fons of Genius weep. 

Nor let the good deplore. . 
But if thy boundlefs Wifdom Jcnows 

His longer date an ill. 
Let not my fdul a wi(h difclofe 

To contradka thy will. 



For happy, happjr were the change. 

For fuch a God-like mind. 
To go where kindred fpirits range. 

Nor leave a wi/h behind. 

And tliough, to (hare his pleafures here. 

King's might their ftate forego : 
Yet muft he feelYuch nij>tures there. 

As none can taide below. 

VERSES left on a'SteAt, thfe Ha»d ^ifkftdwn. 

1^ EARTH! to his remains indulgent be, 
^^ Who fo much care and cod beftowM on thee ! 
Who crown'd thy barren hills with ufeful (hade. 
And chearM wih tinkling rills each filent glade ; 
Here taught the day to wear a thoughtful gloom. 
And there enliven'd Nature's vernal blq 
Propitious earth 1 lie lightly on liis head 
And ever on his tomb thy vfertial glories ij>ftfk'd ! 

CORYDON, A PASTORAL. 

To the Memory of Wilham "ShensYone, Efq; 

1^ O ME, fhepherds, we '11 follow the hearfe, 
^^ And fee our lov'd Corydon laid : 
Though forrow may blemiih the verie. 

Yet let the fad tribute be paid. 
They call'd him the pride of the plain { 

In footh, he was gentle and kind; 

He maik'd in his cleganHbrain, 

The Graces that glow'd in his mind. 

** On 
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On purpofe he planted yon trees, 

That birds in, th^ «oyef t ^i^igjy: dvirell j 
He cultured his thyoif for; t)ie l^s. 

But never woiiki rijSe tboir ceU* 
Ye lambkins, that p^y^^a^ Hifi imU 

Go bleat — and your m^ft^l" Vfi»oan : 
Hisr mufic was art(<r^ ^9.4 (^^^f> 

His manners a^ najLUi ^s y9ii^^; ^>)r]^« 

No verdure (hall cover th^ Vale, ^ 

No bloom on th^ bloiftbhis appear j 
The fweets of the forejft (hkll fail/ 

And Winter difcolour tile year. 
No birds in our hedges /hill fing 

(Our hedges fo vocal before,)' 
Since he that (bouM welcome the fpring, 

Cjyi greet the gay feafon lio more. 

His Phyllis was fond of his praife. 

And poet« came round in a throng ; 
They liften'd, and envyM liis lays. 

But which of them equaPd his fong I 
Ye (hepherds, henceforward be mute/ 

For Iqft is the paftoral ftrain > : 

So give me my Corydon^s flute, 

And th)is— jet me break it in twain. > 

J. CyNNINCHAM. 
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M. S. GULIELMI SHENSTONE! 

Ah! Gidteline» 

Hominuni digniffime, 

Amiconim integerrimey 

Indole optima, 

Moribus gratiflhnisy 

Eruditione diffusa, 

Ac corde qvain maxime benigao 

Praedite, 

Morte, eheu ! praematura obrepte. 

All) Gulielme, 

Vale I 

^* Quanto minus eft, 

•* Cum aliis verfari, 

•* Quam tui meminifle I** 

T. H. 

Extraa from Mr. Mason's ** Englifli Garden," 
Book I. 

—Nor, Shenftone, thou 
Shalt pafs without thy meed, thou fon of peace ! 
Who knew'ft, perchance, to harmonize thy fliades, 
Still fofter than thy fong j yet was that fong 
Nor rude, nor inharmonious, when attun'd 
To paftoral plaint, or tale of flighted love. 
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